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Act  iv,  scene  2. 
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ACTL 


NE  1.—T!ie  Skirts  of  Count  Wintersen's  Park, 
e  park-gates  in  t!ie  centre.  On  one  side,  a  low 
dye  aiitoiiy  the  trees;  on  the  other,  in  the  back- 
ound,  a  peasant's  hut. 

Enter  PETER. 
ter.  Pooh,  pooh !  never  tell  me ;  I'm  a  clever 
for  all  father's  crying  out  every  minute, 
ter,"  and  "Stupid  Peter!"  But  I  say  Peter  is 
stupid,  though  father  will  always  be  so  wise. 
;,  I  talk  too  much;  then  I  talk  too  little  ;  and  if 

a  bit  to  myself,  he  calls  me  a  driveller.  No^ 
e  best  to  talk  to  myself;  for  I  never  contradict 
•If,  and  I  don't  laugh  at  myself  as  other  folks 
That  laughing  is  often  a  plaguy  teasing  cus- 

To  be  sure,  when  Mrs.  Haller  laughs,  one 
>ear  it  well  enough ;  there  is  a  swentnfiss  even 
r  reproof,  tlmt  somehow — but,  lud !  I  had  near 
it  what  I  was  sent  about.  Yes,  then  they 


would  have  laughed  at  me,  indeed.  (Draws  a  green 
purse  from  his  pocket.)  lam  to  carry  this  money  to 
old  Tobias;  and  Mrs.  Haller  said  I  must  be  sure 
not  to  blab,  or  say  that  she  had  sent  it.  Well,  well, 
she  may  be  easy  for  that  matter;  not  a  word  shall 
drop  from  my  lips.  Mrs.  Haller  is  charming,  but 
silly,  if  father  is  right;  for  father  says,  "Ho  that 
spends  his  money  is  not  wise,  but  he  that  gives  it 
away  is  stark  mad." 

Enter  the  STRANGER  from  the  lodeie,  f allotted  by 
FRANCIS.  At  sight  of  Peter  the  Straiiw  stops, 
and  looks  suspiciously  at  him.  Peter  stands  opposite 
to  him  with  his  mouth  wide  open.  At  length,  he 
takes  off  his  hat,  scrapes  a  bow,  and  goes  into  !fm 
hut. 

Stra.  Who  is  that? 
Fra.  The  steward's  soa 
Stra.  Of  the  castle? 
Fro.  Yes. 


! 


L   ^ 


THE   STRANGER. 


•a.    (After   a  pause.)    You  wore— you  were 
ppenking  last  ni<:ht— 

Fra.  Of  the  old  countryman? 

S!ra.  Ay. 

Fni.  You  would  not  hear  roe  out 

Stra.  Proceed. 

Era.  He  is  poor. 

Stra.  Who  told  yon  BO? 

Fra.  Himself. 

Stra.  (With  acrimony.)  Ay,  ay;  he  knows  how  to 
tall  his  story,  no  doubt. 

Fra  And  to  impose,  you  think? 

Stra.  lights 

Fra.  This  man  does  not 

Stra.  Fool! 

Fra.  A  feeling  fool  is  better  than  a  cold  sceptic. 

Stra.  False! 

Fra.  Charity  begets  gratitude. 

Stra.  False! 

Fra.  And  blesses  tho  giver  moro  than  the  re- 
ceiver. 

Stra.  True. 

Fra.  \Vell,  sir.    This  countryman — 

Stra.  Has  he  complained  to  you  'I 

Fra.  Yes. 

Stra,  He  who  is  really  unhappy  never  complains. 
(Pause*.)  Francis,  yon  have  had  means  of  educa- 
tion beyond  your  lot '  in  life,  and  hence  you  are 
encouraged  to  attempt  imposing  on  me:  but  go 
oa 

Fra.  HJR  only  son  has  been  taken  from  him. 

Stra.  Taken  from  him  ? 

I'm.  15y  the  exigency  of  the  times  for  a  soldier. 

Stra.  Ay! 

Fra.  The  old  man  is  poor. 

Stra.  'TIs  likely.' 

Fra.  Sick  and  forsaken. 

Stra.  1  cannot  help  him. 

Fra.  Yes. 

Stra.  How?    • 

Fra.  By  money.    He  mny  buy  his  son's  release. 

Strit.  I'll  see  him  myself. 

Fra,  Do  so. 

Stra.  But  if  he  is  an  impostor  ? 

Fra.  He  is  not, 

Slra.  In  that  hut? 

•".  In  that  hut.  (Ft f anger  goes  into  tie  hut.)  A 
good  master,  though  one  almost  loses  the  use  of 
,  speech  by  living  with  him.  A  man  kind  and  clear ; 
though  I  cannot  understand  him.  He  rails  against 
the  whole  world.  and  yet  no  beggar  leaves  his  door 
unsatislicd.  I  have  now  lived  three  yeais  with  him, 
and  yet  I  know  not  who  ho  is.  A  hater  of  society, 
no  doubt;  but  not  by  Providence  intended  to  be  so. 
Misanthropy  in  his  bend,  not.  in  his  heart 

En'n-  lite  STBANQEB  and  PETKR/ro;«  the  hut. 
.  walk  on. 

Stra.  (To  Francis.)  Fooll 

Fra.  So  soon  roii.; 

.Stra.  What  should  1  do  there? 
Did  you  ilncl  it  as  I  said? 

t^tra.  This  lad  I  found. 

J-'ni.  V.'hat  IKKS  he  to  do  with  your  charity? 

Stra.  The  old  man  and  he  understand  each  other 
perfectly  well. 

Fra.  How? 

Stra.  What  were  this  boy  and  the  countryman 
doing  ? 

'Smiling,  and  shaking  his  head.)  "Well,  yon 
shall  hear.  (T'i  Peter?.  Young  man,  what  were  you 
doing  in  that  hut  ? 

Peter.  Doing!     Nothing. 

Fra.  Well,  but  you  wouldn't  go  there  for  no- 
thing1. 


Peter.  And  why  not,  pray?    Bn  I  did  go  there 
for  nothing,  though.    Do  you  think  one  mi 
paid  for  every  thing?     Ff  Mrs.  Haller  we.e  to  giro 
me  but  a  smiling  look,  I'd  jump  up  to  my  neck  iu 
the  great  pond  for  nothing. 

Fra.  It  seems,  then,  Mrs.  Haller  pent  yon  ? 

Peter.  Why,  jes;  but  I'm  not  to  talk  about  it 

Fra.  Why  so  ? 

J'rttr.  How  should  I  know?    "Look  you!"  says 
Mrs.  Haller,  "Master  Peter,  be  so  good  as  rot  to  ' 
mention  it  to  anybody."    (With 
"Master  Peter,  be  so  good." — Hi  hi,  hi!  "ilastur 
Peter,  be  so"— Hi,  hi,  hi ! 

Fra.  Oh!  that  is  quite  a  different  thing.  Of 
course,  you  must  be  silent  then. 

Peter.  I  know  that;  and  so  I  am,  too.  For  I 
told  old  Tobias,  says  I,  "  Now,  you're  not  to  think 
as  how  Mrs.  Haller  sent  the  money  ;  for  I  shall  not 
say  a  word  about  that  as  long  as  I  live,"  says  I. 

Fra.  There  you  were  very  right  Did  you  carry 
him  much  money? 

Peter.  I  don't  know;  I  didn't  count  it  It  was 
in  a  bit  of  a  green  purse.  Mayhap,  it  may  be  somo 
little  matter  that  she  has  scraped  together  ia  the 
last  fortnight 

Fra.  And  why  just  ia  the  last  fortnight  ? 

Pettr.  Because,  about  a  fortnight  since,  I  carried 
him  some  money  before. 

Fra.  From  Mrs.  Haller? 

Peter.  Ay,  sure!  who  else,  think  you?  Father's 
not  such  a  fool.  He  says  it  is  our  bonudeu  duty, 
as  Christians,  to  take  care  of  our  money,  and  not 
give  any  thing  away,  especially  in  summer ;  fur 
then,  he  says,  there's  herbs  and  roots  enough  iu 
conscience  to  satisfy  all  the  reasonable  hu 
poor.  But  I  say  father's  wrong,  and  Mrs.  Haller's 
right 

Fra.  Yes,  yes.  But  this  Mrs.  Haller  seems  e. 
strange  woman,  Peter. 

Pcttr.   Ay,  at  times,  she  Is  plaguy  odd.    "Why. 
she'll  sit  and  cry  you  a  whole  day  through,  without  • 
any  one's  knowing  why.    Ay,  and  yet,  somehow  or 
other,  whenever  she  cries,  I  always  cry  too,  \vit_- 
out  knowing  why. 

Fra.  (To  the  Stranger.)  Are  you  satisfied  ? 

Stra.  Rid  me  of  that  babbler. 

Fra.  Good  day,  Master  Peter. 

Peter.  You're  not  going  yet,  are  you? 

Fra.  Mrs.  Haller  will  be  waiting  for  an  answer. 

Peter.  So  she  will.    And  I  have  another  pl.-u 
two  to  call  at     (Takes  off  his  hat  to  the  Stratiytr.) 
Servant,  sir. 

Stra.  Psha! 

Peter.  Psha!  What,  he's  angry  ?     (Peter  turns  to 
Francis  in  a  half  whisper.)    He's  angry,  I  suj ; 
because  he  can  get  nothing  out  of  me. 

Fra.  It  almost  seems  so. 

Peter,  Ay,  I'd  have  him  to  know  that  I'm  no 
blab.  [Exit. 

Fra.  Now,  sir. 

Stra.  What  do  you  want  ? 

Fra,  Were  you  not  wrong,  sir? 

Stra.  Hem!     Wrong! 

Fra.  Can  you  still  doubt? 

Stra.  I'll  hear  no  more!  Who  Is  this  Mrs  Haller? 
Why  do  I  always  follow  her  path?    « 
will,  whenever  I  try  to  do  good,  she  has  ;< . 
been  there  before  me. 

Fra.  You  should  rejoice  at  that 

Stra.  Rejoice! 

Fra.  Surely!     That  there   are  other   • 


charitable  people  in  the  world  beside  y  L.  ; 
Stra.  Oh,  yes ! 
Fra.  Why*  not  seek  to  be  acquainted  wiih  he 
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I  saw  her  yesterday  in  the  garden  up  at  the  castle. 
Mr.  Solomon,  the  steward,  says  she  has  been 
•mwell,  and  confined  to  her  room  almost  ever  since 
'wo  have  been  here.  But  one  would  not  think  it  to 
look  at  her;  for  a  more  beautiful  creature  I  never 
saw. 

£tra.  So  much  the  worse.    Beauty  is  a  mask. 

Fra.  In  her  it  seems  a  mirror  of  the  soul.  Her 
charities — 

Stra.  Talk  not  to  me  of  her  charities.  All  women 
wish  to  be  conspicuous :  in  town  by  their  wit ;  in 
the  country  by  their  heart 

Fra.  "Tis  immaterial  in  what  way  good  is  done, 

Stra.  No  ;  'tis  not  immaterial. 

Fra.  To  this  poor  old  num.  at  least. 

Xtrx.  He  needs  no  assistance  of  mine. 

Fra.  His  most  urgent  wants,  indeed,  Mrs.  Haller 
lias  relieved ;  but  whether  she  has  or  could  have 
given  as  much  as  would  purchase  liberty  for  the 
son,  the  prop  of  his  age — 

Stra.  Silence !  I  will  not  give  him  a  doit !  (In  a 
peevish  tone.)  Tou  interest  yourself  very  warmly 
in  his  behalf.  Perhaps  you  are  to  be  a  sharer  in 
the  gift. 

Fra.  Sir,  sir,  that  did  not  come  from  your  heart 

Slra.  (Keco'-lecliny  himself.}  Forgive  me! 

Fra.  Poor  master!  How  must  the  world  have 
used  you  before  it  could  have  instilled  this  hatred 
of  mankind,  this  constant  doubt  of  honesty  and 
virtue! 

Stra.  Leave  me  to  myself.  (Throws  himself  on  a 
teal ;  takes  a  book  from  his  pocket,  and  read*.) 

Fra.    (Afirle.     suri-emntj  him.)      Again   reading! 
Thus  it  is  from  morn  to  night     To  him  nature  has 
;  li  10  no  charm.    For  three  years  I  have 
:  smile.  \V  hat  will  be  his  fate  at  last  ? 
;m.    Oh!  if  he  would  but  attach 
himself  to  any  living  thing!  were  it  an  animal— for 
something  man  must  love. 
|  Kxter  TOBIAS  from  (lie  hut. 

Tab.  Oh!  how  refreshing,  after  seven  long  weeks, 

to  1V.-1  these  warm  sunbeams  once  again !  Thanks, 

: :s,  bounteous  heaven!    for  the   joy  I    taste. 

(1'iwes  his  cap  between  his  hands,  looks  up,  and  prays. 

'fie  Slraiujci-  observes  him  attentively.} 

"1(1.  (To  the  Stranger.)  This  old  man's  share  of 
earthly  happiness  can  be  but  little;  yet  mark  how 
:  i  he  is  for  his  portion  of  it 

Stra.  Because,  though  old,  he  is  but  a  child  in  the 
leading-strings  of  Elope. 

Frti.  Hope  is  the  nurse  of  life. 

titra.  And  her  cradle  is  the  grave.  (Tobias  replaces 

i-'i-a.  1  wish  you  joy.    I  am  glad  to  see  you  are  so 

recovered. 

Tub.  Thank  you!  Heaven  and  the  assistance  of 
a  kind  lady  have  saved  me  for  another  year  or 
two. 

Fra.  How  old  are  you,  pray  ? 
Tol.  Seventy-six.    To  be  sure  I  can  expect  but 
li;tlo  joy  before  I  die.    Yet,  there  is  another  and  a 
better  world. 

F,-a.  To  the  unfortunate,  then,  death  is  scarcely 
an  evil  ? 

:i  I  so  unfortunate?    Do  I  not  enjoy  this 

glorious  morning?    Am  I  not   in  health   again'/ 

ve  me,  sir,  he  who,  leaving  the  bed  of  sick- 

;  ime  breathes  the  fresh  pure  air, 

t  that  moment,  the  happiest  of  his  Maker's 

1  jreatures. 

.'ct'tisa  happiness  that  fails  upon  enjoy- 
ment 

:  it  less  BO  in  old  aye.    Some  fifty 
,  years  ago  uiy  father  left  nw  this  cottage.    I  was  a 


non- 
son 
Ate 


strong  lad;  and  took  an  honest  «vife.  Heaven 
blessed  my  farm  with  rich  crops,  and  my  marriage 
with  five  children.  This  lasted  nine  or  ten  years. 
Two  of  my  children  died.  1  felt  it  sorely.  The 
land  was  afflicted  with  a  famine,  lly  wife  assisted 
me  in  supporting  our  family:  but  four  years  after, 
she  left  our  dwelling  for  a  better  place ;  and  of  my 
five  children  only  one  sonremained.  Tiiis  was  blow 
upon  blow.  It  was  Jong  before  I  regained  my  for- 
titude. At  length  resignation  and  religion  had  their 
effect  I  again  attached  myself  to  life.  My 
grew,  and  helped  me  in  my  work.  Now  the  s 
has  called  him  away  to  bear  a  musket  This  is  to 
mo  PJ  loss,  indeed.  I  can  work  no  more.  I  am  old 
and  weak ;  and  true  it  is,  but  for  Mrs.  Haller,  1 
must  have  perished. 

Fra.  Still,  then,  life  has  its  charms  for  you? 

Tab.  Why  not,  while  the  world  holds  anything 
that's  dear  to  me?  Have  not  I  a  son  ? 

Fra.  Who  knows  that  you  will  ever  see  him 
more?  He  may  be  dead. 

'fob.  Alas !  he  may.  But  as  long  as  I  am  net 
sure  of  it,  he  lives  to  me :  and  if  he  falls,  'tis  in  hw 
country's  cause.  Nay,  should  I  lose  him,  still  1 
should  not  wish  to  die.  Here  is  the  hut  in  which  I 
was  born.  Here  is  the  tree  that  grew  with  me ; 
and,  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  confess  it — I  have  a 
dog  I  love. 

Fra.  A  dog! 

Tab.  Yes!  Smile  if  you  please :  but  hear  me.  3Iy 
benefactress  once  came  to  my  hut  herself,  some 
time  before  you  fixed  here.  The  poor  animal,  un- 
used to  see  the  form  of  elegance  and  beauty  enter 
the  door  of  penury,  growled  at  her.  "I  wonder 
you  keep  that  surly,  ugly  animal,  Mr.  Tobias," 
said  she ,-  "  you,  who  have  hardly  food  enough  for 
yourself."  "Ah!  madam,"  I  replied,  "if  I  part 
with  him,  are  you  sure  that  anything  else  will  lovo 
me  ?"  She  was  pleased  with  m  y  one  we  r. 

Fra.  (To  the  Stranger.)  Excuse  me,  sir;  but  I  wish 
you  had  listened. 

Stra.  I  have  listened. 

Fra.  Then,  sir,  I  wish  you  would  follow  this  poor 
old  man's  example. 

Stra.  fPauses.J  Here,  take  this  book,  end  lay  it 
on  my  desk.  [Francis  goes  into  the  lodge,  with  9te 
fcooA-.l  How  much  has  this  Jlrs.  Haller  given  you'i 

Tob.  Oh  I  sir,  she  has  given  me  so  much  that  1 
can  look  towards  winter  without  fear. 

Slra.  No  more? 

Tob.  What  could  I  do  with  more?  Ah  !  true;  I 
might — 

Str<f.  I  know  it  You  might  buy  your  son's  re- 
lease. There ! 

[Pre.'ses  n  purse  into  Ju'f  hand  and  exit. 

Tob  What  is  all  this?  (Opens  the  purse,  a,idj;i:.<t, 
it  full  of  gold.)  Merciful  heaven! 

Enter  FKANCIS. 

Now,  look,  sir;    is  confidence   in   heaven  unre- 
warded ? 

Fra.  I  wish  yon  joy !    My  master  gave  you  this  ? 

Tob.  Yes,  your  noble  master.  Heaven  reward 
him; 

Fra.  Just  like  him.  He  sent  mo  with  his  book, 
that  no  one  might  be  witness  to  his  bounty. 

Tob.  Ho  would  not  even  take  my  thanks.  He 
was  gone  before  I  could  speak. 

Fra.  Just  his  way. 

Tob.  Now  rit-go  as  quick  as  these  old  legs  will 
bear  me.  What  a  delightful  errand!  I  go  to  re- 
lease my  Robert!  How  the  lad  will  rejoice!  Thero 
is  a  girl,  too,  in  the  village,  that  will  rejo:co  witli 
him.  Oh  !  Providence,  how  good  art  thou !  Ye.ua 
of  distress  never  can  sff'.vje  tiio  recollection  of 
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former  happiness;  but  one  joyful  moment  drives 
from  the  memory  an  age  of  misery.  [Exit. 

Fra.  (Looks  after  him.)  Why  am  I  not  wealthy? 
'Sdeath !  why  am  I  not  a  prince  ?  I  never  thought 
myself  envious ;  but  I  feel  I  am.  Yes,  I  must  envy 
those  who,  with  the  will,  have  the  power  to  do 
good.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.— An  Ante-chamber  in  Wintersen  Castle. 

Enter  SUSAN,  meeting  Footman  with  table  and 
chairs. 

Susan.  Why,  George,  Harry!  where  have  you 
been  loitering?  Put  down  these  things.  Mrs. 
Haller  has  been  calling  for  you  this  half-hour. 

Foot.  Well,  here  I  am,  then.  What  does  she 
want  with  me? 

Susan.  That  she"  will  tell  you  herself.  Here  she 
conies. 

Enter  MRS.  HALLER  with  a  letter,  a  Maid  fol- 
lowing. 

Airs.  H.  Very  well ;  if  those  things  are  done,  let 
the  drawing-room  be  made  ready  immediately. 
[Exeunt  Maids.}  And,  George,  run  immediately 
into  the  park,  and  tell  Mr.  Solomon  I  wish  to  speak 
with  him.  [Exit  Footman,"]  I  cannot  understand 
this.  '  I  do  not  learn  whether  their  coming  to  this 
place  be  but  the  whim  of  a  moment,  or  a  plan  for  a 
longer  stay/ if  the  latter,  farewell,  solitude!  fare- 
well, study! — fare  well  1  Yes,  I  must  make  room 
for  gaiety  and  mere  frivolity.  Yet  could  I  wil- 
lingly submit  to  all ;  but  should  the  Countess  give 
me  new  proofs  of  her  attachment,  perhaps  of  her 
respect,  oh  !  how  will  my  conscience  upbraid  me ! 
Or— I  shudder  at  the  thought!— if  this  seat  be 
visited  by  company,  and  chance  should  conduct 
hither  any  of  my  former  acquaintances ! — Alas, 
alas!  how  wre'ched  is  the  being  who  fears  the 
sight  of  any  one  fellow-creature!  But,  oh!  su- 
perior misery !  to  dread  still  more  the  presence  of 
a  former  friend !  Who's  there  ? 
Enter  PETER. 

Peter.  Nobody.    It's  only  me. 

Mrs.  H.  So  soon  returned  ? 

J'eter.  Sharp  lad,  a'n't  I?  On  the  road  I've  had 
a  bit  of  talk,  too ;  and — 

Mrs.  H.  But  you  have  observed  my  directions? 

Peter.  Oh!  yes,  yes.  I  told  old  Tobias  as  how  he 
would  never  know,  as  long  as  he  lived,  that  the 
money  came  from  you. 

Mrs.  II.  You  found  him  quite  recovered,  I  hope? 

Peter.  Ay,  sure,  did  I.  He's  coming  out  to-day 
for  the  first  time. 

Mrs.  H.  I  rejoice  to  hear  it 

Peter.  He  said  that  he  was  obliged  to  you  for 
all ;  and,  before  dinner,  would  crawl  up  to  thank 
you. 

Mrs.  H.  Good  Peter,  do  me  another  service. 

Peter.  Ay,  a  hundred,  if  you'll  only  let  me  have  a 
good  long  stare  at  you. 

Mrs.  II.  With  all  my  heart  Observe  when  old 
Tobias  comes,  and  send  him  away.  Tell  him  I  am 
busy,  or  asleep,  or  unwell,  or  what  you  please. 

Peter.  I  will,  I  will. 

Sol.  (Without.)  There,  there,  po  to  the  post-office. 

Mrs.  II.  Oh !  here  comes  Mr.  Solomon. 

Peter.  What  father?  Ay,  so  there  is.  Father's 
a  main  clever  man:  he  knows  what's  going  on  all 
over  the  world. 

Mrs.  II.  No  wonder;  for  you  know  he  receives 
as  many  letters  as  a  prime  minister  and  all  his 
secretaries. 

Enter  SOLOJIO^. 

Sol  Good  morning,  good  morning,  to  yon,  Jlrs, 


Haller.  It  gives  me  infinite  pleasure  to  see  yon 
look  so  charmingly  well  You  have  had  the  good- 
ness to  send  for  your  humble  servant  Any  news 
from  the  great  city?  There  are  very  weighty  mat- 
ters in  agitation.  I  have  my  letters,  too. 

Mrs.  H.  (Smiling.)  I  think,  Mr.  Solomon,  you 
must  correspond  with  the  four  quarters  of  the 
globe. 

Sol.  Beg  pardon,  not  with  the  whole  world,  Mrs. 
Haller;  but  (consequentially)  to  be  sure,  I  have 
correspondents,  on  whom  I  can  rely,  in  the  chief 
cities  of  Europfi,  Asia,  Africa,  and  America. ' 

Mrs.  H.  And  yet  I  have  my  doubts  whether  you 
know  what  is  to  happen  this  very  day,  at  this  very 
place. 

Sol.  At  this  very  place !  Nothing  material  We 
meant  to  have  sown  a  little  barley  to-day,  but  the 
ground  is  too  dry;  and  the  sheep-shearing  is  not  to 
be  till  to-morrow. 

Peter.  No,  nor  the  bull-baiting  till- 
So/.  Hold  your  tongue,  blockhead!    Get  about 
your  business. 

Peter.  Blockhead!  There  again!  I  suppose  I'm 
not  to  open  my  mouth.  (To  Mrs.  H.)  Good-bye ! 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  H.  The  Count  will  be  here  to-day. 

Sol.  How?    What? 

Mrs.  H.  With  his  lady,  and  his  brother-in-law, 
Baron  Steinfort. 

Sol.  My  letters  say  nothing  of  this.  You  are 
laughing  at  your  humble  servant. 

Mrs.  II.  You  know,  sir,  I'm  not  much  given  to 
jesting. 

Sol.  Peter!  Good  lack-a-day !  His  right  honour- 
able excellency  Count  Wintersen,  and  her  right 
honourable  excellency  the  Countess  Wintersen.  and 
his  honourable  lordship  Baron  Steinfort — and.  Lord 
have  mercy!  nothing  in  proper  order!  Here,  Peter, 
Peter! 

Enter  PETER. 

Peter.  Well,  now,  what's  the  matter  again? 

Sol.  Call  all  the  house  together  directly !  Send 
to  the  gamekeeper,  tell  him  to  bring  some  venison. 
Tell  Rebecca  to  uncase  the  furniture,  and  take  the 
covering  from  the  Venetian  looking-glasses,  that 
her  right  honourable  ladyship  the  Countess  may 
look  at  her  gracious  countenance:  and  tell  the 
cook  to  let  me  see  him  without  loss  of  time :  and 
tell  John  to  catch  a  brace  or  two  of  carp.  And  tell 
—and  tell— and  tell— tell  Frederick  to  friz  my 
Sunday  wig.  Mercy  on  us!  Tell — there,  fro! 
[Exit  Peter.}  Heavens  and  earth!  so  little  of  the 
new  furnishing  of  this  old  castle  is  completed ! 
Where  are  we  to  put  his  honourable  lordship  the 
Baron? 

Mrs.  IT.  Let  him  have  the  little  chamber  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs ;  it  is  a  neat  room,  and  commands 
a  beautiful  prospect 

Sol  Very  right  very  right.  But  that  room  lias 
always  been  occupied  by  the  Count's  private  secre- 
tary. Suppose — hold!  I  have  it  You  know  tiie 
little  lodge  at  the  end  of  the  park:  we  can  thrust  the 
secretary  into  that  » 

Mrs.  II.  You  forget  Mr.  Solomon ;  you  told  me 
that  the  Stranger  lived  there. 

Sol.  Psha!  What  have  we  to  do  with  the  Stran- 
ger? Who  told  him  to  live  there?  He  must  turn 
out 

Mrs.  H.  That  would  be  unjust;  for  you  said  that     , 
you  let  the  dwelling  to  him ;  and,  by  your  own  ac- 
count, he  pays  well  for  it 

Sol.  He  does,  he  does.  But  nobody  knows  who 
he  is.  The  devil  himself  can't  make  him  out.  To 
be  sure,  1  lately  receiveda  letter  from  Spain,  whicb  | 
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informed  me  that  a  spy  had  taken  up  his  abode  in 
this  country,  and  from  the  description— 

Mrs,  H.  A  spy !  Ridiculous !  Everything  I  have 
heard  bespeaks  him  to  be  a  mau,  who  may  be  al- 
lowed to  dwell  anywhere.  His  life  is  solitude  and 
'silence. 

Sol.  So  it  is. 

Mrs.  II.  You  tell  me,  too,  he  does  much  good. 

Sol.  That  he  does. 

Mrs.  II.  He  troubles  no  one. 
.     Sol.  True,  true ! 

Mrs.  II.  Well,  what  do  you  want  more? 

K<jL  I  want  to  know  who  he  is.  If  the  man  would 
only  converse  a  little,  one  might  have  an  opportu- 
nity of  pumping;  but  if  one  meets  him  in  the  lime- 
walk,  or  by  the  river,  it  is  nothing  but  "Good 
morrow ;"  and  off  he  marches.  Once  or  twice  I  have 
contrived  to  edge  in  a  word:  "Fine  day."  "Yes." 
"  Taking  a  little  exercise,  I  perceive."  "  Yes ;"  and 
off  again  like  a  shot  The  devil  take  such  close 
fellows,  say  I.  And,  like  master  like  man ;  not  a 
syllable  do  I  know  of  that  mumps  his  servant,  ex- 
cept that  his  name  is  Francis. 

Mrs.  II.  You  are  putting  yourself  into  a  passion, 
and  quite  forget  wbo  are  expected. 

Sol.  So  I  do.  Mercy  on  us!  There  now,  you 
see  what  misfortunes  arise  from  not  knowing  peo- 
ple. 

Mrs.  H.  'Tis  near  twelve  o'clock  already !  If  his 
lordship  has  stolen  an  hour  from  his  usual  sleep, 
the  family  must  soon  be  here.  I  go  to  my  duty; 
you  will  attend  to  yours,  Mr.  Solomon.  [Exit. 

Sol.  Yes,  I'll  look  after  my  duty,  never  fear. 
There  goes  another  of  the  same  class.  Nobody 
knows  who  she  is  again.  However,  this  much  I 
•  i.ikuowof  her,  that  her  right  honourable  lady- 
'  ship,  tho  Countess,  all  at  once,  popped  her  into  the 
hou!;e,  like  a  blot  of  ink  upon  a  sheet  of  paper. 
;)ut  why,  wherefore,  or  for  what  reason,  not  a  soul 
can  tell.  "  She  is  to  manage  the  family  within 
uoors."  She  is  to  manage!  Fire  and  faggots! 
Haven't  I  managed  everything,  within  and  without, 
*  most  reputably,  these  twenty  years?  I  must  own  i 
grow  a  little  old,  and  she  does  take  a  deal  of  pains ; 
but  all  this  she  learned  of  me.  When  she  first/ 
came  here— mercy  on  us! — she  didn't  know  that 
linen  was  made  of  flax.  But  what  was  to  be  ex- 
pected from  ons  who  has  no  foreign  correspond- 
ence? [Exit. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  L — A  Drawing-room  in  the  castle. 
Enter  SOLOMON. 

Sol.  "Well,  for  once,  I  think  I  have  the  advantage 
of  Madam  Haller.  Such  a  dance  have  I  provided 
to  welcome  their  excellencies,  and  she  quite  out 
of  the  secret!  and  such  a  hornpipe  by  the  little 
brunette!  I'll  have  a  rehearsal  first,  though,  and 
then  surprise  their  honours  after  dinner.  (Flourish 
oj  rural  music  without.) 

Peter.  (Without.)  Stop;  not  yet,  not  yet;  but 
make  way  there,  make  away,  my  good  friends, 
tenants,  and  villagers.  John,"  George,  Frederick ! 
Good  friends,  make  way. 

Sol.  It  is  not  the  Count :  it's  only  Baron  Steinfort. 
Stand  back,  I  say :  and  stop  the  music. 
Enter  BARON  STEINFOHT,  ushered  in  by  PETER 

and  footmen.    Peter  minuets  and  apes  hit  father. 

I  have  the  honour  to  introduce  to  your  lordship 

'  myself,  Mr.  Solomon,  who  blesses  the  hour  in  which 

!  ortune  allows  him  to  become  acquainted  with  the 

honourable  Baron  Steinfort,  brother-in-law  of  his 


right  honourable  excellency  Count  Wintersen,  my 
noble  master. 

Peter.  Bless  our  noble  master! 

Baron  S.  Old  and  young,  I  see,  they'll  allow  me 
no  peace.  (Aside)  Enough,  enough,  good  Mr. 
Solomon.  I  am  a  soldier :  I  pay  but  few  compli- 
ments, and  require  as  few  from  others. 

Sol.  I  beg,  my  lord — We  do  live  in  the  country, 
to  be  sure,  but  we  are  acquainted  with  the  reverence 
due  to  exalted  personages. 

Peter.  Yes ;  we  are  acquainted  with  exalted  per- 
sonages. 

Baron.  S.  What  is  to  become  of  me?  (Aside.) 
Well,  well,  I  hope  we  shall  be  better  acquainted. 
You  must  know,  Mr.  Solomon,  I  intend  to  assist, 
for  a  couple  of  months,  at  least,  in  attacking  the 
well-stocked  cellars  of  Wintersen. 

Sol.  Why  not  whole  years,  my  lord  ?  Inexpres- 
sible would  be  the  satisfaction  of  your  humble 
servant,  and  though  I  say  it,  well-stocked,  indeed, 
are  our  cellars.  I  have,  in  every  respect,  here 
managed  mattersjin  so  frugal  and  provident  a  way, 
that  his  right  honourable  excellency  the  Count 
will  be  astonished.  (Baron  S.  yawns.)  Extremely 
sorry  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  entertain  your  lord- 
ship. 

Peter.  Extremely  sorry. 

Sol.  Where  can  Mrs.  Haller  have  hid  herself? 

Baron  S.  Mrs.  Haller !  who  is  she  ? 

Sol.  Why,  who  she  is,  I  can't  exactly  tell  your 
lordship. 

Peter.  No,  nor  I. 

Sol.  None  of  my  correspondents  give  any  account 
of  her.  She  is  here  in  the  capacity  of  a  kind  of  a 
superior  housekeeper.  Methinks  I  hear  her  silver 
voice  upon  the  stairs.  I  will  have  the  honour  of 
sending  her  to  your  lordship  in  an  instant 

Baron  S.  Oh !  don't  trouble  yourself. 

Sol.  No  trouble  whatever.  I  remain,  at  all 
times,  your  honourable  lordship's  most  obedient, 
humble,  and  devoted  servant  [A'.r#,  bmcing. 

Peter.  Devoted  servant  [Exit,  uowng. 

Baron  S.  Now  for  a  fresh  plague.  Now  am  I  to  be 
tormented  by  some  chattering,  old,  ugly,  hag,  till  1 
am  stunned  with  her  noise  and  officious  hospitality. 
Oh,  patience,  what  a  virtue  artthou ! 
Enter  MRS.  HALLER,  with  a  becoming  courtesy. 
Baron  S.  rises,  and  returns  a  bom  in  confusion. 

(Aside.)  No,  old  she  is  not  Casts  another  glance 
at  her.  No,  by  Jove !  nor  ugly. 

Mrs.  II.  I  rejoice,  my  lord,  in  thus  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  the  brother  of  my  benefactress. 

liaron  S.  Madam,  that  title  shall  be  doubly  va- 
luable to  me,  since  it  gives  me  an  introduction 
equally  to  be  rejoiced  at. 

Mrs.  H.(Withoiit  attending  to  the  compliment.)  This 
lovely  weather,  then,  has  enticed  the  Count  from 
the  city. 

Baron  S.  Not  exactly  that.  You  know  him. 
Sunshine  or  clouds  are  to  him  alike,  as  long  as 
eternal  summer  reigns  in  his  own  heart  and  family. 

Mrs.  H.  The  Count  possesses  a  most  cheerful 
and  amiable  philosophy.  Ever  in  the  same  happy 
humour;  ever  enjoying  each  minute  of  his  life.  But 
you  must  confess,  my  lord,  that  he  is  a  favourite 
child  of  fortune,  and  has  much  to  be  grateful  to 
her  for.  Not  merely  because  she  has  given  him 
birth  and  riches,  but  for  a  native  sweetness  of 
temper,  never  to  be  acquired;  and  a  graceful 
suavity  of  manners,  whose  school  must  be  the 
mind.  And,  need  I  enumerate  among  fortune's 
favours,  the  hand  and  affections  of  your  accom- 
plished sister? 

Baron.  S.  True,  madam ;  my  good  easy  brother, 
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too,  pcems  fully  sensible  of  his  happiness,  and  is 
•^solved  to  retain  it  He  has  quitted  the  service 
to  live  hero.  I  am  yet  afraid  ho  may  soon  grow 
y  of  Winterscn  and  retirement 

Mr*.  11  i  should  trust  not.  They  who  bear  a 
cheerful  and  unreproaching  conscience  into  soli- 
tude, surely  must  increase  the  measure  of  their  own 
cnjoymeuts.  They  quit  the  poor,  precarious,  the 
dependent  pleasures,  which  they  borrowed  from 
the  world,  to  draw  a  real  bliss  from  that  exhaust- 
less  source  of  true  delight,  the  fountain  of  a  pure, 
unsullied  1 

Jiaron  S.  Has  retirement  long  possessed  so  lovely 
an  ntlvocate? 

J/;v<.  //.  I  have  lived  here  three  years. 

Baron  £.  And  never  felt  a  secret  wish  for  the 
society  you  left,  and  must  have  adorned? 

Mr*.  II.  Never. 

Baron  S.  i  o  feel  thus  belongs  either  to  a  very 
ront;h  or  a  very  polished  soul.  The  first  sight  con- 
vinced mo  in  which  class  I  am  to  place  you. 

Mr*.  II.  (\\ilh  a  sigh.)  There  may,  perhaps,  bo  a 
third  clnss. 

Baron  S.  Indeed,  madam,  I  wish  not  to  be 
thought  forward ;  but  women  always  seemed  to  me 
less  calculated  for  retirement  than  men.  We  have 
a  thousand  employments,  a  thousand  amusements, 
which  you  have  not 

Mrs.  II.  Dare  i  ask  what  they  are  ? 

Jiaron  S.  We  ride,  we  hunt,  we  play,  read, 
Write. 

Mrs.  II.  The  noble  employments  of  the  chase, 
and  the  still  more  noble  employment  of  play,  I 
grant  you. 

Karon  S.  Nay,  but  dare  I  ask  what  are  your  em- 
ploymcuis  for  a  day? 

Mrs.  II.  oh  I  my  lord,  you  cannot  imagine  how 
quickly  time  passes  when  a  certain  uniformity 
guides  the  minuted  of  our  life.  How  often  do  I 
;isk,  "Is  Saturday  come  again  so  soon?"  On  a 
bright  cheerful  morning,  my  books  and  breakfast 
are  carried  out  upon  the  grass-plot  Then  is  the 
sweet  picture  of  reviving  industry  and  eager  inno- 
cence always  new  tome.  The  birds' notes,  so  often 
heard,  still  awaken  new  ideas:  the  herds  are  led 
into  the  fields ;  the  peasant  bends  his  eye  upon  his 
plough.  Everything  lives  and  moves;  and  in  every 
creature's  mind  it  seems  as  it  were  morning.  To- 
wards evening,  I  begin  to  roam  abroad ;  from  the 
park  into  the  meadows:  and  sometimes,  returning, 
I  pause  to  look  at  the  village  boys  and  girls  as  they 

Elay.     Then  do  I  bless  their  innocence,  and  pray  to 
eaveu  ilmsc  laughing,  thoughtless  hours,  could  be 
\J    their  lot  for  ever. 

Baron  t>.  This  is  excellent!  But  these  are  sum- 
mer amusements.  The  winter,  the  winter! 

Mrs.  11.  Why  for  ever  picture  winter  like  old 
nge;  torpid,  tedious,  and  uncheerful?  Winter  has 
its  own  delights:  this  is  t ho  time  to  instruct  and 
mend  the  mind  by  reading  and  reflection.  At  this 
season,  too,  1  often  take  my  harp,  and  amuse  my- 
self by  playing  or  singing  the  littlo  favourite  airs, 
that  remind  me  of  the  past,  or  solicit  hope  for  the 
future. 

Baron  S.  Happy,  indeed,  are  they  who  can  thus 
create  ana  vary  their  own  pleasures  and  employ- 
ments ! 

Enter  PETER. 
Peter.  Well,  well— pray,  now — I  wns  ordered — I 
can  keep  him  bad;  no  longer;  he  will  come  in. 

Enter  T  ^1!IAS,  forcing  his  way. 
Tob.  1  must,  jrood  heaven!  I  must 
Mrs.  11.  (Con/uxed.)  1  have  no  time  at  present   I 
•—I — You  see  I  am  not  alouu. 


Tob.  Oh !  this  good  gentleman  will  forgive  me. 
Baron  S.  What  do  you  want? 
Tob.  To  return  thanks.  Even  charity  is  a  burden 
If  one  may  not  be  grateful  for  it. 
Mrs.  H.  To-morrow,  good  Tobias;  to-morrow. 
Baron  S.  Nay,  no  false  delicacy,  madam.    Allow 
him  to  vent  the  feelings  of  his  heart ;  and  permit 
me  to  witness  a  scene  which  convinces  me,  even 
more  powerfully  than  your  conversation,  how  nobly 
you  employ  your  time.    Speak,  old  mnn ! 

Tob.  Oh !  lady,  that  each  word  which  drops  from 
my  lips,  might  call  down  a  blessing  on  your  he:;il : 
I  lay  forsaken  and  dying  in  my  hut ;  not  even  1 
nor  hope  remained.  Oh !  then  you  came  in  the  form 
of  an  angel,  brought  medicines  to  me;  anil  your 
sweet  consoling  voice  did  more  than  those.  1  am 
recovered.  To-day,  for  the  first  time,  I  have  re- 
turned thanks  in  presence  of  the  sun ;  and  now  I 
come  to  you,  noble  lady.  Let  me  drop  my  tears 
upon  your  charitable  hand.  For  your  s  ike.  heaven 
has  blessed  my  latter  days.  The  Stranger,  too,  who 
lives  near  me,  has  given  me  a  purse  of  gold  to  buy 
my  son's  release.  I  am  on  my  way  to  the  city :  I 
shall  purchase  my  Robert's  release.  Then  I  shall 
have  an  honest  daughter-in-law.  And  you,  if  ever 
after  that  you  pass  our  happy  cottage,  oh !  what 
must  you  feel  when  you  say  to  yourself,  "  This  is 
my  work !" 

Mrs.  II.  (In  a  tone  of  entreaty.)  Enough  Tobias; 
enough! 

Tob.  I  beg  pardon:  I  cannot  utter  what  is 
breathing  in  my  breast  There  is  one  who  knows 
it.  May  his  blessing  and  your  own  heart  reward 
you! 

[Exit,  Peter  following.     Mrr.   Hatter  costs  Jif-r 
eyes  vpon  tlie  ground,  and  cont<  n<{s  a<ju 
confusion  of  an  waited  son!,  -ii-Ju-n  turpt 
a  good  act-inn.      Tke  Baron  stands  ,!/•, 
fur,  and  from  time  to  time  casts  a  glance  at 
her. 

Mrs.  H.  (Endeavouring  to  briny  about,  a  com- 
tion.)  I  suppose,  my  lord,  we  may  expect  the  Count 
and  Countess  every  moment  now  ? 

Baron  S.   Not  just  yet,  madam.     He  travels  at 
his  leisure.    I  am  selfish,  perhaps,  in  not  1 
anxious  for  his  speed :  the  delay  has  procured  me 
a  delight  which  I  shall  never  forget 

Mrs.  H.  (Smiling.)  You  satirize  mankind,  my 
lord. 

Baron  S.  How  so  ? 

Mrs.  H.  In  supposing  stich  scenes  to  be  uncom- 
mon. 

Baron  S.  I  confess  I  was  little  prepared  for  such 
an  acquaintance  as  yourself;  I  am  extremely  sur- 
prised. When  Solomon  told  me  your  nam?  and 
situation,  how  could  I  suppose  that — Pardon  my 
curiosity ;  you  have  been,  or  are,  married  ? 

Mrs.  H.  (Suddenly  sinking  from  her  cheerful 
raillery  into  mournful  gloom,.)  I  have  been  mar- 
ried, my  lord. 

(Baron  S.  (Whose  inquiries  evince  his  curiosity, 
yet  are  restrained  within  the  bounds  of  the  nicest 
respect.)  A  widow,  then  ? 

Mrs.  H.  I  beseech  you — there  are  strings  in  the 
human  heart,  which  touched,  will  sometimes 
utter  dreadful  discord:  I  beseech  you — 

Baron  S.  I  understand  you.     I  see  you  know  how 
to  conceal  everything  except  your  perfections. 
Mrs.  If.  My  perfections,  alas!    (liural music 
out.)    But  I  hear  the  happy  tenantry  annonnce  tho 
Count's  arrival    Your  pardon,  my  lord;  I  must 
attend  them.  [Exit. 

Baron  S.  Excellent  creature  !  What  is  she,  una 
,  what  ca"  be  her  history  ?  I  must  seek  my  siste» 
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Instantly.  How  strong  and  how  sudden  is  the  in- 
terest I  feel  for  her !  but  it  is  a  feeling  I  ought  to 
check.  And  yet,  why  BO?  Whatever  are  the 
emotions  she  has  inspired,  I  am  sure  they  arise 
from  the  perfections  of  her  mind ;  and  never  shall 
'  they  be  met  with  unworthmess  in  mine.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.— The  Lawn. 

SOLOMON  and  PETEE  are  discovered  arranging 
the  Tenantry.  Hum?  music.  Enter  COUNT  and 
COUNTESS  WINTEESEN,  (the  latter  leading  her 
chil-J.)  BAEON  STKINFOIiT,  MHS.  HALLEE, 
CHARLOTTE,  and  Servants  following. 

Sol.  Welcome,  ten  thousand  welcomes,  your  ex- 
cellencies. Some  little  preparation  made  for 
welcome,  too.  Hut  that  will  be  seen  anon. 

Count  W.  Well,  here  we  are :  Heaven  bless  our 
advance  and  retreat !  Mrs.  Haller,  I  bring  you  an 
invalid,  who,  in  future,  will  swear  to  no  flag  but 
yours. 

Mrs.  II.  Mine  flies  for  retreat  and  rural  happi- 
ness. 

Count  W.  But  not  without  retreating  graces,  .and 
retiring  cupids  too. 

Countess  (Who  has,  in  the  meantime,  kindly  embraced 
3frs.  Haller,  and  by  her  been  welco:md  to  Wintersen.) 
My  dear  Count,  you  forget  that  I  am  present. 

Count  W.  Why,  in  the  name  of  chivalry  how  can 
I  do  less  thau.  your  gallant  brother,  the  Baron  ? 
who  has  been  so  kind  as  nearly  to  kill  my  four 
greys,  in  order  to  be  hero  live  minutes  before  me. 

Baron  S.  Had  I  known  ail  the  charms  of  this 
place,  you  should  have  said  so  with  justice. 

Countess.  Don't  you  think  William  much  grown? 
I  J//-A'.  //.  The  sweet  boy  !  (Stoops  to  kins  him,  and 

*  I  li,    ,,'/,,.  /.<;(. '/I'/  ./,...  ,     .' <'t:U.ntfnitltrC.) 

~  Count  W.  Y«  ell,  Solomon,  you've  provideda  good 
dinner. 

Sol.  As  good  as  haste  would  allow,  please  your 
right  honourable  excellency. 
,         Peter.  Yes  as  good  as — (Count  goes  aside  with  Solo- 

*  man  and  P,.ter.) 

Baron  S.  Tell  me,  I  conjure  you,  sister,  what 
jewel  you  have  thus  buried  in  the  country  '< 

Countess.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  What,  brother,  you  caught 
at  last? 

Baron  S.  Answer  me. 

Countess.  Well,  her  name  is  Mrs.  Haller. 

Baron  S.  That  i  know,  but — 

Countess.  But ;  but  1  know  no  more  myself. 

Huron.  S.  Jesting  apart,  I  wish  to  know. 

Cfunttss.  And,  jesting  apart,  I  wish  you  would 
not  plague  me.  I  have  at  least  a  hundred  thousand 
important  things  to  do.  Heaven's  !  the  vicar  may 
come  to  pay  his  respects  to  me  before  I  have  been 
at  my  toilet;  of  course,  I  must  consult  my  looking- 
glass  on  the  occasion.  Come,  William,  will  you 
help  to  dress  me,  or  stay  with  your  father  ? 

Count  W.  We'll  take  care  of  him, 

Countess.  Come,  Mrs.  Haller. 

[Exit  with  Mrs.  Mailer,  Charlotte  following. 

Baron  S.  (Aside  and  going.)  I  am  in  a  very  sin- 
gular humour. 

it  W.  Whither  so  fast,  good  brother? 

Baron  _£  To  my  apartment    I  have  letters  to — 

Count  TF.  Psha!  stay.  Let  us  take  a  turn  in  the 
park  together. 

Baron  S.  Excuse  me.  I  am  not  perfectly  well. 
I  should  be  bat  bad  company.  1 — 

[Exit.   The  Tenantry  retire. 

\          Count  W.  Well.  Solomon,  you  are  as  great  a  fool 
\s  ever,  I  see. 


Sol.  Ha,  ha!  At  your  right  honourable  excel- 
lency's service. 

Count  W.  (Points  to  Peter.)  Who  is  that  ape  in  the 
corner? 

Sol.  Ape !  Oh !  that  is,  with  respect  to  your  ex- 
cellency be  it  spoken,  the  son  of  my  body ;  by  name, 
Peter.  (Peter  bows.) 

Count  W.  So,  so!   Well,  how  goes  all  on ? 

Sol.  Well  and  good,  well  and  good.  Your  excel- 
lency will  see  how  I've  improved  the  park  :  you'll 
not  know  it  again.  An  hermitage  here,  serpentine 
walks  there  j/an-ebelisk,  a  ruin ;  and  all  so  spar- 
ingly, all  done  with  the  mosT'economical  economy. 

Count  W.  Well,  I'll  have  a  peep  at  your  obelisk 
and  rums,  while  they  prepare  for  dinner. 

Sol.  I  have  already  ordered  it,  and  will  have  the 
honour  of  attending  your  right  honourable  excel- 
lency. 

Count  W.  Come,  lead  the  way.  Peter,  attend  your 
young  master  to  the  house ;  we  must  not  tire  him. 
[Exit,  conducted  y  Solomon. 

Peter.  We'll  go  round  this  way,  your  little  excel- 
lency, and  then  we  shall  see  the  bridge  as  we  go 
by ;  and  the  new  k«at,  with  all  the  fine  ribands  and 
streamers.  This  way,  your  little  excellency. 

[Exit,  leading  tl\e  Child. 

SCENE  IIL—  The  Ante-chamber 
Enter  MKS.  H4LLEE. 

Mrs.  ff.  What  has  thus  alarmed  and  subdued 
me?  My  tears  flow;  my  heart  bleeds.  Already 
had  I  apparently  overcome  my  chagrin;  already 
had  1  at  least  assumed  that  easy  gaiety  once  so 
natural  to  me,  when  the  sight  of  this  child  in  an 
instant  overpowered  me.  When  the  Countess 
called  him  William — oh!  she  knew  not  that  she 
plunged  a  poniard  in  my  heart.  I  have  a  William, 
too,  who  must  be  as  tall  as  this,  if  he  be  still  alive. 
Ah '.  yes,  if  he  be  still  alive.  His  little  sister,  too ! 
Why,  fancy,  dost  thou  rack  me  thus  ?  Why  dost 
thou  imagine  my  poor  children,  fainting  in  sick- 
ness, and  crying  to  their  mother?  To  the  mother 
who  has  abandoned  them!  (Weeps.)  What  a, 
wretched  outcast  am  I !  And  that  just  to-day  I 
should  be  doomed  to  feel  those  horrible  emotions! 
just  to-day,  when  disguise  was  so  necessary. 
Enttr  CHAELOTTE. 

Char.  Very  pretty,  very  pretty,  indeed!  better 
send  me  to  the  garret  at  once.  Your  servant,  Mrs, 
Haller.  I  beg,  madam,  I  may  have  a  room  fit  for  a 
respectable  person. 

Mrs.  //.  The  chamber  into  which  you  have  been 
shewn  is,  I  think,  a  very  neat  one. 

Char.  A  very  neat  one,  is  it?  Up  the  back  stairs, 
and  over  the  laundry.  I  should  never  be  able  to 
close  my  eyes. 

Mrs.  II.  (Very  mildly.)  I  slept  there  a  whole  year. 

Char.  Did  you  ?  Then  I  advise  you  to  remove 
into  it  again,  and  the  sooner  the  better.  I'd  have 
you  to  know,  madam,  there  is  a  material  difference. 
between  certain  persons  and  certain  persons.  Much 
depends  upon  the  manner  in  which  one  has  been 
educated.  I  think,  madam,  it  would  only  bo  proper 
if  you  resigned  your  room  to  me. 

Mrs.  ff.  If  the  Countess  desires  it,  certainly. 

Char.  The  Countess!  Very  pretty,  indeed !  Wculd 
you  have  me  think  of  plaguing  her  ladyship  with 
such  trifles?  I  shall  order  my  trunk  to  be  carried 
wherever  I  please. 

Mfs.  Jl.  Certainly  ;  only  not  into  my  chamber. 

Char.  Provoking  creature!  But  how  could  I 
expect  to  find  breeding  among  creatures  born  of 
one  knows  not  whom,  and  coming  one  knows  not 
whence? 
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Jfrs.  H.  The  remark  la  very  just 

Enter  PESTER,  in  haste. 
Peter.  Oh.  lud!  oh,  lud!  oh,  lud! 

(Mrs.  ff.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Peter.  The  child  has  fallen  into  the  river.    His 
little  excellency  is  drowned. 
Mrs.  II.  Who— what? 

I'eter.  His  honour,  my  young  master. 

Mrs.H.  Drowned? 

Peter.  Yes. 

Mrs.  n.  Dead? 

Peter.  No.  he's  not  dead. 

Mrs.  n.  Well,  well;  then,  softly;  you  will  alarm 
the  Countess. 

Enter  BARON   STEINFOBT. 

Sa'ron  S.  What  is  the  matter?  Why  all  this 
noise  ? 

Peter.  Noise !  why— 

Mrs.  II.  Be  not  alarmed,  my  lord.  Whatever  may 
have  happened,  the  dear  child  is  now,  at  least,  safe. 
You  said  so,  I  think,  master  Peter? 

Peter.  Why,  to  be  sure,  his  little  excellency 
is  not  hurt;  but  he's  very  wet,  though;  and  the 
Count  is  taking  him  by  the  garden-door  to  the 
house. 

Baron  S.  Right ;  that  the  countess  may  not  be 
alarmed.  But  tell  us.  young  man,  how  could  it 
happen. 

Petir.  From  beginning  to  end  ? 

Mrs.  II.  Never  mind  particulars.  Yon  attended 
the  dear  child. 

Peter.  True. 

Mrs.  II.  Into  the  park? 

Peter.  True. 

Mrs.  II.  And  then  you  went  to  the  river  ? 

Peter.  True.  Why,  rabbit  it !  I  believe  you're 
a  witch. 

Mrs.  H.  Well,  and  what  happened  further? 

Peter.  Why,  you  see,  his  dear'4ittle  excellency 
would  see  the  bridge  that  father  bui.t  out  of  the  old 
summer-house ;  and  the  steamers,  and  the  boat, 
and  all  that.  I  only  turned  my  head  round  for  a 
moment,  to  look  after  a  magpie,  crash!  down 
went  the  bridge  with  his  little  excellency;  and, 
oh !  how  I  was  scared  to  see  him  carried  down  the 
river ! 

Baron  S.  And  you  drew  him  out  again  directly? 

Peter.  No,  I  didn't. 

Mrs.  II.  No;  your  father  did  ? 

Peter.  No,  he  didn't 

Mrs.  H.  Why,  you  did  not  leave  him  in  the 
water  ? 

Peter.  Yes,  we  did.  But  we  bawled  as  loud  as 
we  could ;  you  might  have  heard  us  down  to  the 
village. 

Mrs.  H.  Ay ;  and  BO  the  people  came  immediately  ' 
to  his  assistance? 

Peter.  No,  they  didn't;  but  the  Stranger  came 
that  lives  yonder,  close  to  old  Toby,  and  never 
speaks  a  syllable.  Odsbodikins!  what  a  devil  of  a 
fellow  it  is !  With  a  single  spring,  bounces  he  slap 
into  the  torrent;  sails  and  dives  about  and  about 
like  a  duck ;  gets  me  hold  of  the  little  angel's  hair, 
and,  heaven  bless  him !  pulls  him  safe  and  sound 
to  dry  land  again.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Baron  S   Is  the  stranger  with  them  ? 

Peter.  Oh,  lud!  no.  He  ran  away.  His  excel- 
lency wanted  to  thank  him,  and  all  that ;  but  he 
was  off:  vanished  like  a  ghost 

Enter  SOLOMON. 

Sot.  Oh!  thou  careless  varlet!  I  disown  you! 
What  an  accident  might  have  happened !  and  how 
you  have  territled  his  excellency  1  But  I  beg  par- 


don,  (bores)  his  right  honourable  excellency,  the 
Count,  requests  your — 

Barnn  S.  We  come.  [Exit  tnth  Mrs.  II. 

Char.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why,  Mr.  Solomon,  you  seem 
to  have  an  hopeful  pupiL 

Sol.  Ah,  sirrah! 

Char.  But,  Mr.  Solomon,  why  were  you  not 
nimble  enough  to  have  saved  his  young  lordship  ? 

Sol.  Not  in  time,  my  sweet  miss.  Besides,  mercy 
on  us !  I  should  have  sunk  like  a  lump  of  lead ;  and 
I  happened  to  have  a  letter  of  consequence  in  my 
pocket,  i.  hich  would  have  been  made  totally  ille- 
gible; a  letter  from  Constantinople,  written  by 
Chevaliw — What's-his-name  ?  (Draws  a  letter  from 
his  pocket,  and  putting  it  up  again  directly  drops  it, 
Peter  takes  it  up  slyly  and  unobserved.)  It  contains 
momentous  matter,  I  assure  you.  The  world  \s-ill 
be  astonished  when  it  comes  to  light ;  and  not  a 
soul  will  suppose  that  old  Solomon  had  a  finger  in 
the  pie. 

Char.  No,  that  I  believe. 

Sel.  But  I  must  go  and  see  to  the  cellar  Miss, 
your  most  obedient  servant  {Exit. 

Char.  (With  pnde.J  Your  servant,  Mr.  Solo- 
mon. 

Peter.  Here's  the  letter  from  Constantinople. 
I  wonder  what  it  can  be  about  Now  for  it ! 

{Opens  it.) 

Char.    Ay,  let  us  have  it 

Peter.  (Heads.}  "  //  so  be  you  say  so.  I'll  never 
work  for  you  never  no  more.  Considering  as  how  your 
Sunday  waistcoat  ?ias  been  turned  three  times,  it  doesn't 
look  amiss,  and  I've  charged  as  little  as  any  tailor  of 
'email.  You  say  I  must  pay  for  the  buckram;  but  I 
say,  I'll  be  d — d  if  I  do.  So  no  more  from  your  loviny 
nephew,  TIMOTHY  TWIST."  From  Constantinople. 
Why,  cousin  Tim  writ  it. 

Char.  Cousin  Tim !     Who  is  he  ? 

Peter.  Good  lack  !  Don't  you  know  cousin  Tim  ? 
Why,  he's  one  of  the  best  tailors  in  all — 

Char.  A  tailor!  No,  sir,  I  do  not  know  him.  My 
father  was  state-coachman,  and  wore  his  highness's 
lively.  {Exit. 

Peter.  (Mimicking.)  "My  father  was  state-coach- 
man, and  wore  his  highness's  livery."  Well  and 
cousin  Tim  could  have  made  his  highness's  livery, 
if  you  go  to  that  State-coachman  indeed ! 

(Going.) 
Enter  SOLOMON. 

Sol.  Peter,  you  ninny,  stay  where  you  are.  Is 
that  chattering  girl  gone?  Eidu't  I  tell  you  we 
would  have  a  practice  of  our  dance  ?  they  are  all 
ready  on  the  lawn.  Mark  me;  I  represent  the 
Count,  and  you  the  Baron. 

[Exit,  with  affected  dignity.    Peter  follows, 
juii/iiciiiny. 

SCENE  IV.— The  Lairn.    Seals  placed.    Rustic  music 

Dancers  are  discovered  as  ready  le perform. 

SOLOMON    and   PETER  enter,    and   seat 

themselves. 

A  dance,  in  which  the  dancers  pay  their  reverence  to 
Solomon  and  Peter  as  they  pass.  At  the  end,  Solomon 
and  Peter  strut  off  before  the  liancers. 

ACT  IIL 

SCENE  L— The  Skirts  of  the  Park  and  Lodge,  &c* 

as  before, 
The  STRANGER  «  discovered  on  a  seat,  reading. 

Enter  FRANCIS. 
Fro.  Sir,  sir,  dinner  is  ready. 
Stra.  I  want  no  dinner. 
i'ra.  I've  got  something  good. 
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Stra.  Eat  it  yourself. 

.Fra.  You  are  not  hungry  ? 

Stra.  No.  (Rises.) 

Fra.  Nor  L    The  heat  takes  away  all  appetite. 

Stra.  Yes. 

Fra.  I'll  put  it  by ;  perhaps,  at  night— 

Stra.  Perhaps. 

Fra.  Deal  sir,  dare  I  speak  ? 

Stra.  Speak. 

Fra.  You  have  done  a  noble  action. 

Slra.  What? 

Fra.  You  have  saved  a  fellow-creature's  lif«. 

Stra.  Peace! 

Fra.  Do  you  know  who  he  was  ? 

Stra.  No. 

Fra.  The  only  son  of  Count  Wintersen. 

Stra.  Immaterial. 

Fra.  A  gentleman,  by  report,  worthy  and  bene- 
volent as  yourself. 

Stra.  (Angry.)  Sileuce!  Dare  you  flatter  me  ? 

Fra.  As  I  look  to  heaven  for  mercy,  I  speak 
from  my  heart.  When  I  observe  how  you  are  doing 
good  around  you,  how  you  are  making  every  indi- 
vidual's wants  your  own,  and  are  yet  yourself  un- 
happy, alas!  my  heart  bleeds  for  you. 

Stra.  I  thank  you,  Francis.  I  can  only  thank 
you.  Yet  share  this  consolation  with  me;  my 
Bufferings  are  unmerited. 

Fra.  My  poor  master ! 

Stra.  Have  you  forgotten  what  the  old  man  said 
this  morning?  '-There  is  another  and  a  better 
world !"  Oh !  'twas  true.  Then  let  us  hope  with 
fervency,  and  yet  endure  with  patience.  What's 
here? 

Enter  CHARLOTTE,  from  the  Part-gate. 

Char.  1  presume,  sir,  you  are  the  strange  gentle- 
man that  drew  my  young  master  out  of  the  water? 
(Tlte  Stranger  reads.)  Or  (To  Francis)  are  you  he? 
(Francis  makes  a  wry  face.)  Are  the  creatures  both 
dumb  ?  (Looks  at  them  by  turns.}  Surely,  old  Solo- 
mon has  fixed  two  statues  here  by  way  of  orna- 
ment ;  for  of  any  use  there  is  no  sign.  ( Approaches 
Frances.)  No,  this  is  alive,  and  breathes ;  yes,  and 
moves  its  eyes.  (Baucis  in  his  ear.)  Good  friend! 

Fra.  I'm  not  deaf. 

Char.  No,  nor  dumb,  I  perceive,  at  last.  Is  yon 
lifeless  thing  your  master? 

Fra.  That  honest,  silent  gentleman  is  my  master. 

Char.  The  same  that  drew  the  young  Count  out 
of  the  water  ? 

Fra.  The  same. 

Char.  (To  the  Stranger  )  Sir,  my  master  and  mis- 
tress, the  Count  and  Countess,  present  their  re- 
spectful compliments,  and  request  the  honour  of 
your  company  at  a  family  supper  this  evening. 

Stra.  I  shall  not  come. 

Char.  But  you'll  scarce  send  such  an  uncivil  am- 
ewer  as  this.  The  Count  is  overpowered  with  gra- 
titude. You  saved  his  son's  life. 

Stra.  I  did  it  willingly. 

< 'luir.  And  won't  accept  of  "  I  thank  you,"  in  re- 
turn? 

S'ra.  No. 

GAcir.  You  really  are  cruel,  sir,  I  must  tell  you. 
There  are  three  of  us  ladies  at  the  castle,  and  we 
are  all  dying  with  curiosity  to  know  who  you  are. 
[Exit  Stranger.]  The  master  is  crabbed  enough, 
however ;  let  me  try  what  I  can  make  of  the  man. 
Pray,  sir — (Francis  tvrns  his  back  to  her.)— the  be- 
ginning promises  little  enough.  Friend,  why  won't 
you  look  at  me  ? 

Fra.  I  like  to  look  at  green  trees  better  than 
green  eyes. 

Char.  Green  eres,  you  monster!    Who  told  you 


that  my  eyes  were  green  ?    Let  me  tell  you  there 
have  been  sonnets  made  on  my  eyes  before  now. 

Fra.  Glad  to  hear  it. 

Char.  To  the  point,  then,  at  once.  What  is  your 
master? 

Fra.  A  man. 

Char.  1  surmised  as  much.  But  what's  his 
name? 

Fra.  The  same  as  his  father's. 

Char.  Not  unlikely:  and  his  father  was — 

Fra.  Married. 

Char.  To  whom  ? 

Fra.  To  a  woman. 

Char.  (Enragni.)  I'll  tell  you  what  •  who  your 
master  is  I  see  I  shall  not  learn,  and  1  don't  care  , 
but  I  know  what  you  are. 

Fra.  Well,  what  am  I  ? 

Char.  A  bear.  [Exit. 

Fra.  Thank  you!  Now  to  see  how  habit  and 
example  corrupts  one's  manners !  I  am  naturally 
the  civillest  spoken  fellow  in  the  world  to  the  pretty 
prattling  rogues;  yet,  following  my  master's 
humour,  I've  rudely  driven  this  wench  away.  I 
must  have  a  peep  at  her,  though.  (Looking  towards 
the  park  gates.) 

Enter  STRANGER. 

Stra.  Is  that  woman  gone  ? 

Fra.  Yes. 

Stra.  Francis! 

Fra.  Sir? 

Stra.  We  must  be  gone,  too. 

Fra.  But  whither? 

Stra.  I  don't  care. 

Fra.  I'll  attend  you. 

Stra.  To  any  place  ? 

Fra.  To  death. 

Stra.  Heaven  grant  it — to  me,  at  least  There  ia 
peace. 

Fra.  Peace  is  everywhere.  Let  the  storm  rage 
without,  if  the  heart  be  but  at  rest.  Yet,  I  think  we 
are  very  well  where  we  are :  the  situation  is  in- 
viting; and  nature  lavish  of  her  beauties,  and  of 
her  bounties,  too. 

Stra.  But  I  am  not  a  wild  beast,  to  be  stared  at, 
and  sent  for  as  a  show.  Is  it  fit  I  should  be  ? 

Fra.  Another  of  your  interpretations!  That  a 
man,  the  life  of  whose  only  son  you  have  saved, 
should  invite  you  to  his  house,  seems  to  me  not 
very  unnatural. 

Stra.  I  will  not  be  invited  to  any  house. 

Fra.  For  once,  methinks,  you  might  submit 
You'll  not  be  asked  a  second  time. 

Stra.  Proud  wretches!  They  believe  the  most 
essential  service  is  requited,  if  one  may  but  have 
the  honour  of  sitting  at  their  table.  Let  us  begone. 

Fra.  Yet  hold,  sir!  This  bustle  will  soon  be 
over.  Used  to  the  town,  the  Count  and  his  party 
will  soon  be  tired  of  simple  nature,  and  you  will 
again  be  freed  from  observation. 

Stra.  Not  from  yours. 

Fra.  This  is  too  much.  Do  I  deserve  y-our 
doubts  ? 

Stra.  Am  I  in  the  wrong  ? 

Fra.  You  are,  indeed ! 

Stra.  Francis,  my  servant,  you  are  my  ou'y 
friend. 

Fra.  That  title  makes  amends  for  all. 

Stra.  But,  look,  Francis !  there  are  uniforms  and 
gay  dresses  in  the  walk  again.  No,  I  must  begone. 
Here  I'll  stay  no  longer. 

Fra.  Well,  then,  I'll  tie  up  my  bundle. 

Stra.  The  sooner  the  better.  They  come  this 
way.  Now  must  1  shut  myself  in  my  hovel,  and 
lose  this  fine  breeze.  Nay,  if  thev  ba  your  high- 
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bred  class  of  all,  they  may  have  impudence  enough 
to  walk  into  my  chamber.    Francis,  I  shall  lock 
iiie  door.    [Goes  into  the  lodge,  locks  the  door,  and 
the  shutters. 

Fra.  And  I'll  be  your  sentinel 

Slra.  Very  well. 

J-'ra.  Now,  should  these  people  be  as  inquisitive 
as  their  maid,  I  must  summon  rny  whole  stock  of 
impertinence.  But  their  questions  and  my  an- 
swers need  little  study.  They  can  learn  nothing  of 
the  Stranger  from  me ;  for  the  best  of  all  possible 
reasons — I  know  nothing  myself. 

filter  BARON  STEINFORT  and  COUNTESS 
WINTERSEN. 

Countess.  There  is  a  strange  faoo.    The  servant, 
1  i\>].;-.bly. 
.  Baron  S.  Friend,  can  we  speak  to  your  master  ? 

Fra.  No. 

Baron  S.  Only  for  a  few  minutes. 

Fra.  He  has  locked  himself  in  his  room. 

Countess.  Tell  him  a  lady  waits  for  him. 

Fra.  '1  hen  he's  sure  not  to  come. 

Countess.  Does  ho  hate  our  sex  ? 

Pro,  He  hates  the  whole  human  race,  but 
woman  particularly. 

Countess.  And  why? 

Fra.  He  may,  perhaps,  have  been  deceived. 

Countess.  This  is  not  very  courteous. 

Fra.  ily  master  is  not  over  courteous ;  but  when 
he  sees  a  chance  of  swing  a  fellow-creature's  life, 
he'll  attempt  it  at  the  hazard  of  his  own, 

Jjaron  S.  You  are  right.  Now  hear  the  reason  t\S 
our  visit.  The  wife  and  brother-in-law  of  the  man. 
whose  child  your  master  has  saved,  wish  to  Ac- 
knowledge their  obligations  to  him. 

Fra.  That  he  dislikes.  He  only  wishes  to  live 
unnoticed. 

Countess.  He  appears  to  be  unfortunate. 

Fra.  Appears! 

Countess.  An  affair  of  honour,  perhaps,  or  some 
unhappy  attachment  may  have — 

Fra.    They  may. 

Countess.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  wish  to  know  who 
he  is. 

Fra.  So  do  L 

Countess.    What,   don't  you    know  him    yoar- 

BClf  ? 

\  Fra.  Oh!  I  know  him  well  enough.  I  mean  his 
I  real  self;  his  heart,  his  soul,  his  worth,  his  honour. 
[Perhaps,  you  think  one  knows  a  man,  when  one  is 
[acquainted  with  his  name  and  person. 

Counii'."s.  'Tis  well  said,  1'riend,  you  please  me 
much.  And  now  I  should  like  to  know  you.  Who 
are  you? 

J  'i  a.  Your  humble  servant.  [Exit. 

Counters.  This  is  affectation !  A  desire  to  appear 
singular.  Every  one  wishes  to  make  himself  dis- 
tinguished. One  sails  round  the  world,  another 

ito  a  hoveL 

on  <S'.  And  the  man  apes  his  master! 
utess.  Come,  brother,  let  us  seek  the  Count, 
lie  and  JUrs.  Haller  turned  into  the  lawn. 

(Going.) 

Karon  S.  Stay!  First  a  word  or  two,  sister.    I 
r.m  iu  love. 
Countess.  For  the  hundredth  time. 

.S'.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life. 
Counters.  I  wish  you  joy. 

Jjaron  S.  Till  now  you  have  evaded  n»y  inquiries. 
\Vlio  is  she  ?  I  beseech  you,  sister,  be  serious. 
Thoro  is  a  time  for  all  things. 

i 'ess.  Bless  us!  Why,  you  look  as  if  you 
were  going  to  raise  a  spirit.  Don't  fix  your  eyes 
ko  earnestly.  Well  if  I  am  to  be  serious.  I  obey. 


I  do  not  know  who  lira.  Haller  is,  as  I  have  already 
told  you;  but  what  I  do  know  of  her,  shall  not  be 
concealed  from  you.  It  may  now  be  three  years 
ago,  when,  one  evening,  about  twilight,  a  lady  was 
announced,  who  wished  to  speak  to  me  in  private. 
Mrs.  Haller  appeared  with  all  that  grace  and  mo- 
desty which  have  enchanted  you.  Her  features,  at 
that  moment,  bore  keener  marks  of  the  sorrow  and 
confusion  which  have  since  settled  into  gentle 
melanchely.  She  threw  herself  at  my  feet; 
besought  me  to  save  a  wretch  who  was  on  the  brink, 
of  despair.  She  told  me  she  had  heard  much  of  iny 
benevolence,  and  offered  herself  as  a  servant  to 
attend  me.'  I  endeavoured  to  dive  into  the  causo 
of  her  sufferings,  but  in  vain.  She  conceale-i 
secret;  yet  opening  to  me  more  and  more  each  day 
a  heart,  chosen  by  virtue  as  her  temple,  and  :;u 
understanding  improved  by  the  most  refine 
tainments,  she  no  longer  remained  my  servant, 
but  became  my  friend;  and,  by  herowndesir*  . 
ver  since  resided  here.  (Cowtesying.)  Brother,  I 
have  done. 

Baron  S.  Too  little  to  satisfy  my  curiosity :  yet 
enough  to  make  me  realize  my  project  Sister,  lend 
me  your  aid— I  would  marry  her. 

Countess.  You? 

Baron  S.  I. 

Couiitess.  Baron  Steinfort  ? 

Baron  S.  For  shame !  if  I  understand  yon. 

Countess.  Not  so  harsh,  and  not  so  hasty!  Those 
great  sentiments  of  contempt  of  inequality  in  ran!; 
ire  very  fine  in  a  romance;  but  we  happen  not  to 
be  inhabitants  of  an  ideal  world.  How  couU1 
introduce  her  to  the  circle  wo  live  iu?  You  surely 
would  not  attempt  to  present  her  to — 

Baron  S.  Object  as  you  vill,  my  answer  is — I 
love.  Sister,  you  see  a  man  before  you,  who  — 

Countess.  Who  wants  a  wife. 

Baron  S.  No :  who  has  deliberately  poised  ad- 
vantage against  disadvantage;  domestic  ease  and 
;omfort  against  the  false  gaieties  of  fashion.  I  can 
ivithdraw  into  the  country.  I  need  no  honours  to 
make  my  tenants  happy :  and  my  heart  will  teach 
me  to  make  their  happiness  my  own. 
a  wife  as  this,  children  who  resemble  her,  and  for- 
tune enough  to  spread  comfort  arouud  me,  \vhat 
would  the  soul  of  man  have  more  ? 

Countess.  This  is  all  vastly  nne!  I  admire  your 
plan;  only,  you  seem  to  have  forgotten  one  triilinj 
drcumstance. 

Baron  S.  And  that  is — 

Counttss.  Whether  Mrs.  Haller  would  have  you 
or  not. 

Baron  S.  There,  sister,  I  just  want  your  assist- 
ance. (Seizing  her  hand.)  Good  Henrietta! 

Countess.  Well,  here's  my  hand.  I'll  do  all  I  can 
for  you.  Hist!  We  had  nearly  beeu  overheard. 
They  are  coming.  Bo  patient  and  obedient. 

Enter  COUNT  WINTERSEN,    and  MRS.    HAL- 
LEU,  leaning  on  his  arm. 

Count  W.  Upon  my  word,  Urs.  Haller,  you  are  a 
nimble  walker :  I  should  be  sorry  to  run  a  race 
with  you. 

Mrs.  H.  Custom,  my  lord.  You  need  only  take 
the  same  walk  every  day  for  a  month. 

Count  W.  Yes ;  if  I  wanted  to  resemble  my  grey- 
hounds. But  what  said  the  Stranger  ? 

Countess.  He  gave  Charlotte  a  nat  refusal;  an;l 
you  see  his  door,  and.  even  his  shutters,  are  closed 
against  us. 

"Count  Yf.  What  an  unaccountable  being!    But  it   . 
won't  do.    I  must  shew  my  gratitude  one  way  or 
other.  Steinfort,  we  will  take  the  ladiea  home,  ami 
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then  you  shall  try  once  nsain  to  see  him.   You  can 
talk  to  these  odd'ities  better  than  I  can. 
Baron  S.  If  you  wish  it,  with  all  my  heart. 


.  , 

Count  W.  Thank  you,  thauk  you!  Couie,  ladies: 
conie,  Mrs.  Haller.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.—  A  dose  Walk  in  the  garden. 
Enter  COUNTESS   WINTEKSEN  and  MRS. 

HALLER. 
Countess.  Well,  Mrs.  Haller,  how  do  you  like  the 

now  lel't  us  't 
Mr.-i.JL  \Vho? 

iv  brother. 

Mrs.  II.  lie  deserves  to  he  your  brother. 
Co-iittess.  (Courtesyiii'j.)  Your  most  obedient  1  That 
shall  be  written  in  iny  pocket-book. 

••.  If.  Without  flattery,  thcu,  madam,  he  ap- 

i  be  most  amiable. 

-..ileus.  Good,  And  a  handsome  man  ? 
,  •/.   (  HWj  indeff'  rence.)  Oh  !  yes. 

s.!.  "Oh,  yes!"  It  sounded  almost  like  "Oh, 
uo  !"  But  I  must  tell  you,  that  he  looks  upon  you 
to  fce  a  handsome  woman.  (Mrs.  H.  smiles.)  You 
uuike  no  reply  to  this? 

Mrs.  H.  What  shall  I  reply?  Derision  never  fell 
from  your  lips  ;  and  I  aui  little  calculated  to  sup- 
port it. 

••itess.  As  little  as  you  are  calculated  to  be  the 

i.if  it.    No  ;  I  was  in  earnest.    Now  ? 
Mrs.  H.   You  coufuse  me.     But  why  should  I 
;he  prude  ?   I  will  own  there  was  a  time  when 
thought  myself  handsome.    'Tis  past.    Alas!  the 


? 

utiug  beauties  of  a  female  countenance  arise 
from  peace  of  mind.  The  look,  which  captivates 
an  honourable  mac,  must  be  refiected  from  a  noble 

Then  heaven  grant  my  bosom  may  ever 
.is  pure  a  heart,  as  now  those  eyes  bear  witness 


soul. 

. 


-  ,  ours! 
Mrs.  U.  (Yt'ith  sudden  wildness.) 


Oh  !  heaven  for- 


begone  !  (Going.  Her  heart  draws  her  baclc.j  Yet, 
she  is  unfortunate;  she  is  unfriended.  Her  image 
is  repentance  :  her  We  the  proof.  She  has  wep5 


. 

Countess.  (Astonished.)  How! 

Mrs.  II.  (Clucking  her  tears  J  Spare  me  !  I  am  a 
wretch.  The  Bufferings  of  three  years  can  give 
me  no  claim  to  your  friendship  —  no,  not  even  to 
your  compassion.  Oh  !  spare  me  ! 

(Going.) 

Countess.  Stay,  Mrs.  Haller.  For  the  first  tiuie,  I 
beg  your  confidence.  My  brother  loves  you. 

Mrs.  II.  (Starting,  and  yazinyfull  in  the  face  of  the 
Countess.)  For  mirth,  too  much;  for  earnest,  too 
mournful  ! 

Countess.  I  revere  that  modest  blush.  Discover 
to  me  who  you  are.  You  risk  nothing  four  all 
your  griefs  into  a  sister's  bosom.  Am  I  not  kind? 
ami  can  1  not  be  silent? 

Mrs.  II.  Alas  !  but  a  frank  reliance  on  a  generous 
mind  is  the  greatest  sacrifice  to  he  offered  by  true 
repentaace.  This  sacrifice  I  will  oiler,  (iletita- 
iinj.)  Did  you  never  hear—  pardon  me—  did  you 
never  hear—  Oh  !  how  shocking  it  is  to  unmask  a 
deception,  which  alone  has  recommended  me  to 
your  fegard!  But  it  must  be  so.  Madam  —  fie! 
Adelaide  —  does  pride  become  yon?  —  Did  you  never 
hear  of  the  Countess  Yv'aldbourg  ? 

Countess.  I  think  I  did  hear,  at  the  neighbouring 
court,  of  such  a  creature.  She  pluuged  an  honour- 
able husband  into  misery.  She  ran  away  with  a 

//.   She  did,  indeed.    (Falls  at  the  feet  of  the 
Countess.)    Do  not  cast  me  from  you. 

.«.  For  heaven's  sake  t    You  are  — 
Mrs.  II.  I  am  that  wretch, 
Countess.    (Turning  from  her  icith   horror.)  Ua! 


. 

her  fault  in  her  three  years'  agony.  Be  still  awhile, 
remorseless  prejudice,  and  let  the  genuine  feelinga 
of  my  soul  avow  —  they  do  not  truly  honour  virtue, 
who  can  insult  the  erring  heart  that  would  return 
to  her  sanctuary.  (Looking  with  sorrow  on  her.) 
Rise,  I  beseech  you,  rise!  My  husband  and  my 
brother  may  surprise  us.  I  promise  to  be  silent. 
(Raising  her.) 

Mrs.  H.  Yes,  you  will  be  silent  ;  but,  oh  !  con- 
science, conscience  !  thou  never  wilt  be  silent. 
(Clasping  her  hands.)  Do  not  cast  me  from  you. 

Countess.  Never!  Your  lonely  life,  your  silent 
anguish  and  contrition,  may,  at  length,  atone  your 
crime.  And  never  shall  you  want  an  asylum. 
where  your  penitence  may  lanieut  your  loss. 
Your  crime  was  youth  and  inexperience  ;  your 
heart  never  was,  never  could  be,  concerned  hi  it. 

Mrs.  H.  Oh  1  spare  me  1  My  conscience  never 
martyrs  me  so  horribly,  as  when  I  catch  my  base 
thoughts  in  search  of  an  excuse.  No,  nothing  can 
palliate  my  guilt;  and  the  only  just  consolation  left 
me,  is  to  acquit  the  man  I  wronged,  and  own  1 
erred  without  a  cause  of  fair  complaint 

Countess.  And  this  is  the  mark  of  true  repent- 
ance. Alas!  my  friend,  when  superior  sense,  re- 
commended, too,  by  superior  charms  of  person 
assail  a  young,  though  wedded— 

Mrs.  H.  Ah  !  not  even  that  mean  excuse  is  left 
me.  In  all  that  merits  admiration,  respect,  and 
love,  he  was  far,  far  beneath  my  husband.  But  to 
attempt  to  account  for  my  strange  infatuation  —  I 
cannot  bear  it.  I  thought  my  husband  s  manner 
grew  colder  to  me.  'Tis  true,  I  knew  that  his  ex- 
penses, and  his  confidence  in  deceitful  friends,  had 
embarrassed  his  means,  and  clouded  his  spirits  ; 
yet  I  thought  he  denied  me  pleasures  and  amuse- 
ments still  within  our  reach.  My  vanity  was 
mortified  !  My  confidence  not  courted.  The  ser- 
pent tongue  of  my  seducer  promised  everything. 
But  never  could  such  arguments  prevail,  till  as- 
sisted by  forged  letters  and  the  treachery  of  a  ser- 
vant, whom  I  most  confided  in:  he  fixed  my  belief 
that  my  lord  was  false,  and  that  all  the  coldness  I 
complained  of  was  disgust  to  me,  and  love  for  ano- 
ther; all  his  home  retrenchments  but  the  means  of 
satisfying  a  rival's  luxury.  Maddened  with  this 
conviction,  (conviction  it  was,  for  artifice  was  most 
ingenious  in  its  proof,)  I  left  my  children  —  father  — 
husband  —  to  follow  a  villain, 

Countess.  But,  with  such  a  heart,  my  friend  could 
not  remain  long  in  her  delusion? 

Mrs.  II.  Long  enough  to  make  a  sufficient  peni- 
tence impossible.  'Tis  true,  that  in  a  few  weeks  the 
delirium  was  at  an  end.  Oh,  what  were  my  sen- 
sations when  the  mist  dispersed  before  my  eyes  !  I 
called  for  my  husband,  but  in  vain.  I  listened  for 
the  prattle  of  my  children,  but  in  vain. 

Countess.  (Embracing  her.)  Here,  here,  on  this 
bosom  only  Khali  your  future  tears  be  shed  ;  and 
may  1,  dear  sufferer,  make  you  again  familiar  with 
hope. 

Mrs.  II.  Oh.  impossible  ! 

<,ountess.  Have  you  never  heard  of  your  chil- 
dren ? 

Mrs.  II.  Never. 

Countess.  We  must  endeavour  to  gain  some  ac- 

count of  them.    Wo  must  —  hold!  my  husband  and 

j  my  brother!  —  Oh,  my  poor  brother,  1  had  quite  tor 

gotten  him.    Quick,  dear  .lira,  Haller,  wipe  yout 

eyes.    Let  us  meet  them. 

Mrs.  H.  liadam.  I'll  follow.  Allow  ma  a  moment 
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to  compose  myself.  [Exit  Countess.]  I  pause.  Oh, 
yes:  to  compose  myself.  (Ironically.)  She  little 
thinks  it  is  but  to  gain  one  solitary  moment  to  vent 
my  soul's  remorse.  Once  the  purpose  of  my  un- 
settled mind  was  self-destruction :  heaven  knows 
how  I  have  sued  for  hope  and  resignation.  I  did 
trust  my  prayers  were  heard.  Oh,  spare  me  fur- 
ther trial !  I  feel,  I  feel  my  heart  and  brain  can 
bear  no  more.  [Exit. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  l.—Tlie  Skirts   of  the  Park,  Lodge,  &c.,  as 
before.    A  table  spread  out  with  fruits,  &C. 
FRANCIS  discovered  placing  the  supper. 
Era.  I  know  he  loves  to  have  his  early  supper  in 
the  fresh  air ;  and,  while  he  sups,  not  that  I  believe 
anything  can  amuse  him,  yet  I  will  try  my  little 
Savoyards'  pretty  voices.    I  have  heard  him  speak 
as  if  be  had  loved  music.  (Music  without.)  Oh,  here 
they  are. 

Enter  ANNETTE  and  CLAUDINE,  playing  on  their 
guitars. 

Ann.  To  welcome  mirth  and  harmless  glee. 
We  rambling  minstrels,  blithe  and  free. 
With  song  the  laughing  hours  beguile. 
And  wear  a  never-fading  smile ; 
Where'er  ve  roam, 
We  find  a  home 
And  greeting,  to  reward  our  toil. 

Clau.  l£o  anxious  griefs  disturb  our  rest, 
Xor  busy  cares  annoy  our  breast ; 
fearless  we  sink  m  soft  rfpose. 
While  night  her  sable  mantle  throws. 
With  grateful  (ay, 
JJail  rising  day, 
That  rosy  health  andpeace  bestows. 

During  the  duet,  the  STRANGER  looks  from  the  lodge 
window ;  and,  at  the  conclusion,  he  comes  out. 

Stra.  What  mummery  is  this  ? 

Fro.  I  hoped  it  might  amuse  you,  sir. 

Stra,  Amuse  me,  fool! 

Fro.  Well,  then,  I  wished  to  amuse  myself  a 
little.  1  don't  think  my  recreations  are  so  very  nu- 
merous. 

Stra.  That's  true,  my  poor  fellow ;  indeed  they 
arc  not  Let  them  go  on:  I'll  listen. 

Fra.  But  to  please  you,  poor  master,  I  fear  itmust 
be  a  sadder  strain.  Annette,  have  you  none  but 
these  cheerful  songs  ? 

Ann.  Oh,  plenty !  If  you  are  dolefully  given,  we 
can  be  as  sad  as  night.  I'll  sing  you  an  air  Mrs. 
Haller  taught  me  the  first  year  she  came  to  the 
castle. 

Fra.  Mrs.  Haller!  I  should  like  to  hear  that 

Ajan.  /  hare  a  silent  sorrow  here, 
A  grief  T II  ne' er  impart ; 
It  breathe*  no  sigh,  it  sheds  no  ttar, 

Hut  it  consumes  wy  heart. 
Th's  cherish'd  woe,  this  lov'd despair, 

My  lot  for  ever  be. 
So,  "  ?/  soul's  lord,  the  pangs  /  bear, 
Re  riever  known  by  titee .' 

And  when  pale  characters  of  dsath 

Shall  mark  this  alter'd  cheek, 
When  my  poor  wasted  trembling  breath 

My  life's  last  hope  would  speak, 
I  shall  not  raise  my  eyes  to  heav'n, 

Nor  mercy  ask  for  me ; 
Mu  soul  despairs  to  beforgiv'n, 

l/npardon'd,  love,  by  thee. 


Stra.  (Surprised  and  moved.)  Oh.'  I  have  heard 
that  air  before ;  but  it  was  with  othor  words. 
Francis,  share  our  supper  with  your  friends;  I  need 
none.  [Enttri  the  Imlije. 

Fra.  So  I  feared.  Well,  my  pretty  favourites, 
here  are  refreshments.  So,  disturbed  again !  Now, 
will  this  gentleman  call  for  more  musir.  and  make 
my  master  mad.  Return  when  you  observe  Ihis 
man  is  gone.  [Exeunt  A  nnftte  and  Clain/iiie.—Frrrnds 
sits,  and  eats.]  1  were  in  hopes  that  I  might  at  least 
eat  my  supper  peaceably  in  the  open  air ;  but  they 
follow  at  our  heels  like  bloodhounds. 

Enter  BARON  STEINFORT. 

Baron  S.  My  good  friend,  I  must  speak  to  your 
master. 

Fra.  Can't  serve  you. 

Baron  S.  Why  not  ? 

Fra.  It's  forbidden. 

Baron  S.  (Off ers  money.)  There!  announce  me. 

Fra.  Want  no  money. 

Baron  S.  Well,  only  announce  me,  then. 

Fra.  I  will  announce  you,  sir;  but  it  won't  avail! 
I  shall  be  abused,  and  you  rejected.  However,  we 
can  but  try.  (Going.) 

Baron  S.  I  only  ask  half  a  minute.  [Francis  noes 
into  the  lodge.]  But  when  he  comes,  how  «m  I  to 
treat  him  ?  I  never  encountered  a  misanthrope 
before.  I  have  heard  of  instructions  as  to  conduct 
in  society;  but  how  I  am  to  behave  towards  a  being 
who  loathes  the  whole  world  and  his  own  existence, 
1  have  never  learned. 

Enter  the  STRANGER. 

Stra.  New,  what's  your  will  ? 

Karon  S.  I  beg  pardon,  sir,  for — (Suddenly  recog- 
nizing him.)  Charles ! 

Stra.  Steinfort!    (They  embrace.) 

Baron  S.  1  s  it  really  you,  my  dear  friend  ? 

Stra.  Jt  is. 

Baron  S.  Merciful  heaven !  how  you  are  altered. 

Stra.  The  hand  of  misery  lies  heavy  on  me^— 
But  how  came  you  here?  What  want  you  ? 

Baron  S.  Strange !  Here  was  I  ruminating  how 
;o  address  this  mysterious  recluse :  he  appears, 
and  proves  to  be  my  old  and  dearest  friend. 

(AiiA.) 

Stra.  Then  you  were  not  in  search  of  me,  nor 
new  that  I  lived  here? 

Baron  S.  As  little  as  I  know  who  lives  on  the 
summit  of  Caucasus.  You  this  morning  saved  the 
"ife  of  my  brother-in-law's  only  son:  a  grateful 
amily  wishes  to  behold  you  in  its  circle.  You  re- 
used my  sister's  messenger;  therefore,  to  give 
more  weight  to  the  invitation,  I  was  deputed  to  be 
he  bearer  of  it:  and  thus  has  fortune  restored  to 
me  a  friend,  whom  my  heart  has  so  long  missed, 
and  whom  my  heart  justnow  so  much  requires. 

Stra.  Yes,  I  am  your  friend ;  your  sincere  friend. 

You  are  a  true  man ;  an  uncommon  man.   Towards 

?ou  my  heart  is  still  the  same.    But  if  this  assur- 

nce  be  of  any  value  to  you -go — leave  me,  and 

return  no  more. 

Baron  S.  Stay !  All  that  I  see  and  hear  of  you  is 

nexplicable.    Tisyou;  but  these,  alas!  are  not  the 

eatures  which  once  enchanted  every  female  bosom, 

beamed  gaily  through  all  society,  and   won  you 

riends  before  your  lips  were  opened !  Why  do  you 

avert  your  face  ?    Is  the  sight  of  a  friend  become 

hateful?    Or,  do  you  fear  that  I  should  read  in 

our  eye  what  passes  in  your  soul  ?    Where  is  that 

pen  look  of  tire,  which  at  once  penetrated  into 

every  heart,  and  revealed  your  own '; 

Stra.  (With  asperity.)  My  look    penetrate   into 
every  heart!     Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Baron  S.  Oh,  heaveaoi    Saitv.t  aiay  I  never  hear 


THE    STRANGER 


269 


yon  laugh,  than  In  such  a  tone.  For  heaven's  sake, 
tell  me,  Charles !  tell  me,  I  conjure  you,  what  has 
happened  to  you? 

Stra.  Things  that  happen  every  day;  occurrences 
heard  of  in  every  street  Steinfort,  if  I  am  to  love 
you,  leave  me. 

Baron  S.  Oh !  Charles,  awake  the  faded  ideas  of 
past  joys!  feel  that  a  friend  is  near!  recollect  the 
days  we  passed  in  Hungary,  when  we  wandered, 
arm  in  arm,  upon  the  banks  of  the  Danube,  while 
nature  opened  our  hearts,  and  made  us  enamoured 
of  benevolence  and  friendship !  In  those  blessed 
moments,  you  gave  me  this  seal  as  a  pledge  of 
your  regard.  Do  you  remember  it? 

Stra.  Yes. 

Baron  S.  Am  I  since  that  time  become  less  wor- 
thy of  thy  confidence  ? 

Stra,  No. 

Baron  S.  Charles,  it  grieves  me  that  I  am  thus 
compelled  to  enforce  my  rights  upon  you.  Do  you 
know  this  scar? 

Stra.  Comrade !  friend !  it  received  and  resisted 
the  stroke  aimed  at  my  life :  I  have  not  forgotten 
it  AJas!  you  knew  not  what  a  present  youthen 
made  me. 

Baron  S.  Speak,  then,  I  beseech  you. 

Stra.  You  cannot  help  me. 

Baron  S.  Then  I  can  mourn  with  you. 

Stra.  That  I  hate:  besides,  I  cannot  weep. 

HaronS.  Then  give  me  words  instead  of  tears: 
both  relieve  the  heart 

Stra.  Relieve  the  heart !  My  heart  is  like  a  close- 
shut  sepulchre :  let  what  is  within  it  moulder  and 
decay.  Why,  why  open  the  wretched  charnel- 
house  to  spread  a  pestilence  around ! 

Baron  S.  How  horrid  are  your  looks!  For 
shame !  A  man  like  you  thus  to  crouch  beneath 
the  chance  of  fortune! 

Stra.  Steinfort !  I  did  think  that  the  opinion  of 
i."  mankind  was  alike  indifferent  to  me ;  but  I  feel 
that  it  is  not  so.  My  friend,  you  shall  not  quit  me 
without  learning  how  I  have  been  robbed  of  every 
joy  which  life  afforded.  Listen:  much  misery 
maybe  contained  in  a  few  words.— Attracted  by 
my  native  country,  I  quitted  you  and  the  service. 
W  hat  pleasing  pictures  did  I  draw  of  a  life  em- 
ployed in  improving  society,  and  diffusing  happi- 
ness! I  fixed  on  Cassel  to  be  my  abode.  All  went 
on  admirably.  I  found  friends:  at  length,  too,  I 
found  a  wife;  a  lovely,  innocent  creature,  scarcely 
sixteen  years  of  age.  Oh!  howl  loved  her!  She 
bore  me  a  son  and  a  daughter:  both  were  endowed 
by  nature  with  the  beautyof  their  mother.  Ask  me 
not  how  I  loved  my  wife  and  children !  Yes,  then, 
then  I  was  really  happy.  (Wipes  his  eyes.)  Ha!  a 
tear!  I  could  not  have  believed  it:  welcome,  old 
friends!  'twas  long  since  we  have  known  each 
other.  Well,  my  story  is  nearly  ended.  One  of  my 
friends,  for  whom  I  had  become  engaged,  treache- 
rously lost  me  more  than  half  my  fortune. 
This  hurt  me.  I  was  obliged  to  retrench  my  ex- 
penses. Contentment  needs  but  little.  I  forgave 
him.  Another  friend — a  villain !  to  whom  I  was 
attached  heart  and  soul ;  whom  I  had  assisted 
•with  my  means,  and  promoted  by  my  interest,  this 
flend  seduced  my  wife,  and  bore  her  from  me. 
Tell  me,  sir,  is  this  enough  to  justify  my  hatred  of 
mankind,  and  palliate  my  seclusion  from  the 
world  ?  Kings,  laws,  tyranny,  or  guilt,  can  but  im- 
prison me  or  kill  me ;  but,  oh,  God !  oh,  God !  oh ! 
what  are  chains  or  death  compared  to  the  tortures 
of  a  deceived  yet  doting  husband! 

Baron  S.  To  lament  the  loss  of  a  faithless  wife  is 
madness. 


Stra,  Call  it  what  yon  please— say  what  you 
please— I  love  her  still. 

Baron  S.  And  where  is  she  ? 

Stra.  I  know  not,  nor  do  I  wish  to  know. 

Baron  S.  And  your  children  ? 

Stra.  I  left  them  at  a  small  town,  hard  by. 

Baron  S.  But  why  did  you  not  keep  your  children 
with  you?  They  would  have  amused  you  in  many 
a  dreary  hour. 

Stra.  Amused  me!  Oh,  yesl  while  their  like- 
ness to  their  mother  would  every  hour  remind  me 
of  my  past  happiness.  No.  For  three  years  I  ' 
have  never  seen  them.  I  hate  that  any  human 
creature  should  be  near  me,  young  or  old !  Had  not 
ridiculous  habits  made  a  servantnecessary,  I  should 
long  since  have  discharged  him,  though  he  is  not 
the  worst  among  the  bad. 

Baron  S.  Such  too  often  are  the  consequences  of 
great  alliances ;  therefore,  Charles,  1  have  resolved 
to  take  a  wife  from  a  lower  rank  of  life. 

Stra.  You  marry  1    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Baron  S.  You  shall  see  her  :  she  is  in  the  house 
where  you  are  expected.  Come  with  me. 

Stra.  What,  1  mix  again  with  the  world! 

Baron  S.  To  do  a  generous  action  without  re- 
quiring thanks  is  noble  and  praiseworthy  ;  but  so 
obstinately  to  avoid  those  thanks,  as  to  make  the 
kindness  a  burden,  is  affectation. 

Stra.  Leave  me,  leave  me.  Every  one  tries  to 
form  a  circle  of  which  he  may  be  the  centre.  As 
long  as  there  remains  a  bird  in  these  woods  to  greet 
the  rising  sun  with  its  melody,  I  shall  court  no  other 
society. 

Baron  S.  Do  as  you  please  to  morrow ;  but  give 
me  your  company  this  evening. 

Sba.  No. 

Baron  S.  Not  though  it  were  in  your  power,  by 
this  single  visit,  to  secure  the  happiness  of  your 
friend  for  life  ? 

Stra,  (Starting.)  Ha !  then  I  must— but  how  ? 

Baron  S.  You  shall  sue  in  my  behalf  to  Mrs. 
Haller  :  you  have  the  talent  of  persuasion. 

S/.ra.  I,  my  dear  Steinfort ! 

Baron  S.  The  happiness  or  misery  of  your  friend 
depends  upon  it.  I'll  contrive  that  you  shall  speak 
to  her  alone.  Will  you? 

Stra.  I  will ;  but  upon  one  condition. 

Baron  S.  Name  it. 

Stra,  That  yoil  allow  me  to  be  gone  to-morrow, 
and  not  endeavour  to  detain  me. 

Bar  on  S.  Go]    Whither? 

&ra.  No  matter  ;  promise  this,  or  I  will  no* 
come. 

Baron  S.  Well,  I  do  promise.    Come. 

Stra.  I  have  directions  to  give  my  servant 

Baron  S-  In  half  an  hour,  then,  we  shall  expect 
you.  Remember,  you  have  given  your  word. 

Stra.  I  have.  [Exit  Bar.  S. — Tlie  stranger  walks  vp 
and  down  thoughtful  and  melancholy.]—  Francis  ! 
Enter  FBANC1S. 

Fra.  Sir? 

Str.a,  Why  are  you  out  of  the  way? 

Fra.  Sir,  I  came  when  I  heard  you  call 

Stra.  I  shall  leave  this  place  to-morrow. 

Fra.  With  all  my  heart 

Stra.  Perhaps  to  go  into  another  land. 

Fra,  With  all  my  heart  again. 

Stra,  Perhaps  into  another  quarter  of  the  globe. 

Fra.  With  all  my  heart  still.  Into  which 
quarter  ? 

Stra.  Wherever  heaven  directs.  Away,  away 
from  Europe !  from  this  cultivated  moral  lazaret 
Do  you  hear,  Francis?  to-morrow  early. 

fro.  Very  welL  (Coing.J 
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Stra.  Come  here,  come  here  first ;  I  have  an 
errand  for  you.  Hire  that  carnage  in  the  village; 
drive  to  the  town  hard  by ;  you  may  be  back  by 
tun-set.  I  shall  give  you  a  letter  to  a  widow  who 
l;vos  there:  with  her  you  will  find  two  children; 
they  are  mine. 

Fra.  (Astonished,)  Your  children,  sir? 

Stra.  Take  thorn  and  bring  them  hither. 

Fra.  Your  children,  sir  ? 

Stra.  Yes,  mine !  Is  it  so  very  inconceivable? 

Fra.  That  I  should  havo  been  three  years  in  your 
service,  and  UQVCI-  li^ve  heard  them  mentioned,  is 
sjmewhat  strange. 

Stra.  Psha! 

Fra.  You  have  been  married,  then? 

Stra.  Go,  and  prepare  for  our  journey. 

Fra.  That  I  can  do  in  five  minutes.  (Going.) 

Stra.  I  shall  come  and  write  the  letter  directly. 

Fra.  Very  well,  sir.  [Exit. 

Stra  Yes,  I'll  take  them  with  me :  I'll  accustom 
myself  to  the  sight  of  them.  The  innocents !  they 
shall  not  be  poisoned  by  the  refinements  of  society: 
.-ather  let  them  hunt  their  daily  sustenance  upon 
some  desert  island  with  their  bow  and  arrow ;  or 
creep,  like  torpid  Hottentots,  into  a  corner,  and 
stare  at  each  other.  Better  to  do  nothing  than  to 
do  evil.  Fool  that  I  was  to  be  prevailed  upon  onco 
more  to  exhibit  myself  among  these  apes!  What 
a  ridiculous  figure  shall  I  be !  and  in  the  capacity  of 
a  suitor,  too !  Psha !  he  cannot  be  serious !  'tis  but 
a,  friendly  artifice  to  draw  me  from  my  solitude 
Why  dirt  I  promise  him?  Yes,  my  sufferings  have 
been  many ;  and  to  oblige  a  friend,  why  should  I 
hesitate  to  add  another  painful  hour  to  the 
wretched  calendar  of  my  life !— I'll  go,  I'll  go ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II.— The  Ante-chamber 
Enter  CHABLOTTE. 

Char.  No,  indeed,  my  lady  I  if  you  choose  to  bury 
yourself  in  the  country,  I  shall  take  my  leave.     I 
am  not  calculated  for  a  country  life :  and,  to  sum 
up  all  when  I  think  of  this  Mrs.  Haller, — 
Enter  SOLOMON. 

Sol.  (Overhearing  her  last  words.  What  of  Mrs. 
Haller,  my  sweet  miss  ? 

Char.  Why,  Mr.  Solomon,  who  is  Mrs.  Haller? 
You  know  everything :  you  hear  every  thing. 

Sol.  I  have  received  no  letters  from  any  part  of 
Europe  on  the  subject,  miss. 

Char.  But  who  is  to  blame?  The  Count  and 
Countess.  She  dines  with  them ;  and,  at  this  very 
moment,  is  drinking  tea  with  them.  Is  this  proper? 

(So/.  I!y  no  means. 

Char.  Shouldn't  a  Count  and  Countess,  in  all 
their  actions,  shew  a  certain  degree  of  pride  and 
pomposity '! 

Sol.  To  be  sure!  to  be  sure  they  should  1 

Char.  No,  I  won't  submit  to  it.  I'll  tell  her 
ladyship,  when  I  dress  her  to-morrow,  that  cither 
Mrs.  Haller  or  I  must  quit  the  house. 

Sol.  (Steing  the  Baron.)  Hist! 

Enter  BARON  STEINFORT. 

Baron  8.  Didn't  I  hear  Mrs.  Haller's  name  here  ? 

Sol.  Why — yes — we— we — 

Baron  S.  Charlotte,  tell  my  sister  I  wish  to  see 
her  as  soon  as  the  tea-table  is  removed. 

Char.  (Aside  to  Salomon.)  Either  she  or  I  go,  that 
I'm  determined.  [hxit. 

Baron  S.  May  I  ask  what  it  was  you  were  saying? 

Sol.  Why,  please  your  humble  lordship,  wo  wure 
talking  here  and  there— this  and  that — 

Baron  S.  I  almost  begin  to  suspect  some  secret 

Sol.  Secretl  heaven  forbid!  Mercy  on  us!   No,; 


I  should  have  had  letters  on  the  subject,  If  there 
had  been  a  secret. 

Bai'on  S.  Well,  then,  since  it  was  no  secret,  I  pro- 
eume  1  may  know  your  conversation. 

Sol.  You  do  us  great  honour,  my  lord.  Why, 
then,  at  first,  we  were  making  a  few  common- 
place observations.  Miss  Charlotte  remarked  that 
we  all  had  our  faults.  I  said,  "  Yes."  Soon  after 
I  remarked,  that  the  best  persons  in  the  world 
are  not  without  their  weaknesses.  She  said, 
"Yes." 

Baron  S.  If  you  referred  to  Mrs.  Halier's  faults 
and  weaknesses,  I  am  desirous  to  hear  more. 

Sol.  Sure  enoueh,  sir,  Mrs.  Haller  is  an  excellent 
woman;  but  she's  not  an  angel  for  all  that.  I  ;n.i 
an  old  faithful  servant  to  his  excellency  the  Count ; 
and,  therefore,  it  is  my  duty  to  speak  when,  any- 
thing is  done  disadvantageous  to  his  interest. 

Baron  S.  Well! 

Sol.  For  instance,  now:  hia  excellency  may 
think  he  has  at  least  some  score  of  dozens  of  the 
old  six-aud-twenty  hock.  Mercy  on.  us !  there  are 
not  ten  dozen  bottles  left;  and  not  a  drop  has  gone 
down  my  throat,  I'll  swear. 

Baron  S.  (Smiling.)  Mrs.  Haller  has  not  drtirsk  it, 
I  suppose  ? 

Sol.  Not  she  herself,  for  she  never  drinks  wine ; 
but  if  anybody  be  ill  in  the  village,  any  poor  woman 
lying-in,  away  goes  a  bottle  of  the  six-and-twenty  t 
Innumerable  are  the  times  that  I've  reproved  her : 
but  she  always  answers  me  snappishly,  that  she 
will  be  responsible  fot  it 

Baron  S.  So  will  I,  Mr.  Solomon. 

Sol.  Oh!  with  all  my  heart,  your  honouraWa 
lordship;  it  makes  no  difference  to  me.  I  had  tiio 
care  of  the  cellar  twenty  years,  and  can  safely  t.-i.Uu 
my  oath,  that  I  never  gave  the  poor  a  siugle  drop 
in  the  whole  course  of  my  trust. 

Baron  S.  How  extraordinary  is  this  woman! 

Sol.  Extraordinary!  One  can  make  nothing  of 
her.  To-day,  the  vicar's  wife  is  not  good  e; 
for  her;  to-morrow,  you  may  see  her  sitting  with 
all  the  women  of  the  village.  To  be  sure,  she  and 
I  agree  pretty  well;  for,  between  me  and  your 
honourable  lordship,  she  has  cast  an  eye  upon  my 
son  Peter. 

Baron  S.  Has  she  ? 

Sol.  Yes;  Peter's  no  fool,  I  assure  you.  The 
schoolmaster  is  teaching  him  to  write.  Would 
your  honourable  lordship  please  to  see  a  specimen '! 
I'll  go  for  his  copy-book.  Ho  makes  his  pot-hooks 
capitally. 

Bar<M  S.  Another  time,  another  time !  Good  bye 
for  the  present,  Mr.  (Solomon.  (Solomon  lows 
without  attempting  to  go.)  Good  day,  Mr.  Solo-v 
rnon. 

Sol.  (Not  underftandinr)  the  hint.)  Your  honourable 
lordship's  most  obedient  servant 

Baron  S.  Mr.  Solomon,  I  wish  to  be  alone. 

Sal.  As  your  lordship  commands.  It'  the  time 
should  seem  long  in  my  absence,  and  your  lordship 
wishes  to  hear  the  newest  news  from  the  seat  oJ' 
war,  you  need  only  send  for  old  Solomon.  I  hava 
letters  from  Leghorn,  Cape  Horn,  and  every  known 
part  of  the  habitable  globe.  [Exit. 

Baron  S.  Tedious  old  fool!  Yet  hold  Did  he 
not  speak  in  praise  of  Mrs.  Haller.  Pardoned  be 
his  rayo  for  news  and  politics. 

Enter  COLFNTJiSS  WINTERSEN. 
Well,  sister,  have  you  spoken  to  her  ? 

Baron  S.  I  have  :  and  if  you  do  not  steer  fot 
another  haven,  you  will  be  doomed  to  drive  upoa 
trto  ocean  for  ever. 

Baron  S.  Is  she  married? 
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Countess.  I  don't  know. 

Baron  S.  Is  she  of  a  good  family  t 

Countess.  I  can't  tell. 

Baron  S.  Does  she  dislike  me  ? 

CouMe/s.  Excuse  rne  making  a  reply. 

Baron  S.  I  thank  you  for  your  sisterly  affection, 
and  the  explicitness  of  your  communications; 
luckily,  I  placed  little  reliance  on  either :  and  have 
found  u  friend,  who  will  save  your  ladyship  all 
further  trouble. 

Countess.  A  friend  1 

Baron  S.  Yes ;  the  Stranger  who  saved  your 
son's  lii'o  this  morning,  proves  to  be  an  intimate 
Iriend. 

Countess.  What's  his  name  ? 

Baron  S.  I  don't  know. 

Countess.  Is  ho  of  a  good  family? 

Baron  S.  I  can't  tell 

Countess.  Will  he  come  hither  ? 

Baron  S.  Excuse  my  making  a  reply. 

Countess.  Well,  the  retort  is  fair— but  insuffer- 
able. 

Baron  S.  You  can't  object  to  the  de  capo  of  your 
own  composition. 

Aiuer   COUNT   WINTERSEN  and  MRS.   HAL- 
LER. 

Count  W.  Zounds  I  do  you  think  I  am  Xeno- 
crates  :  or  like  the  poor  sultan  with  marble  legs? 
There  you  leave  me  tete-a-tete  with  Mrs.  Haller,  as 
if  my  heart  were  a  mere  fliut  So,  you  prevailed, 
brother.  The  Stranger  will  come,  then,  it  seems. 

Jini'oii  S.  I  expect  him  every  minute. 

Count  Tl'.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  One  companion 
more,  however :  in  the  country,  we  never  cau  hare 
too  many. 

Boron  S.  This  gentleman  will  not  exactly  be  an 
addition  to  your  circle ;  for  ho  leaves  this  place  to- 
juorrow. 

Count  W.  But  he  won't,  I  think.  Now,  Lady 
Wiutersen,  summon  all  your  charms.  There  is  no 
art  in  conquering  us  poor  devils;  but  this  strange 
man,  who  does  not  care  a  doit  for  you  altogether, 
is  worth  your  efforts.  Try  your  skill:  I  shan't  be 
jealous. 

Countess.  I  allow  the  conquest  to  bo  worth  the 
trouble:  but  what  Mrs.  Haller  has  not  been  able  to 
effect  in  three  months,  ought  not  to  be  attempted 
by  me. 

Mn.  //.  Oh!  yes,  madam.  He  has  given  me  no 
opportunity  of  trying  the  force  of  my  charms,  for  1 
ueve;1  once  happened  to  see  him. 

Count  W.  Then  he's  a  UockheaJ,  and  you  an 
idler. 

Sal.  (Without.)  This  way,  sir !  this  way! 
Enter  SOLOMON. 

Sol.  The  Stranger  begs  leave  to  have  the  ho- 
nour— 

Count  S.  Welcome!  welcome.  [Exit  Solomon. 
Turns  to  meet  the  STRANGER,  whom  he  conducts  in  oy 
the  hand.}  My  dear  sir— Lauy  Wiutersen  —  Mrs. 
Haller— 

f Mrs.  Haller,  as  soon  as  she  sees  the  Stranger, 

shrieks,  and  swoons  in  the  arms  of  Bar.  S. : 

the    Stranger    cast*  a  loo/;  at    her;    and 

struck  with  astonisium-nt  and  horror,  ru.tltes 

j  out  of  tlie  room:  Jjaroti  i'.  and  t/te  .Countess 

ocar  Mrs.  llaUer  ojf;  tiw  Count  J'ollowiuy, 

\/  in  great  surprise. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  L— The  Ante-chamber. 
Enter  BARON   STEINFOUT. 
Baron  S.  Oh !  deceitful  hope !  tliou  phantom  of 
future  happiness!  to  thee  have  I  stretched  out  my 


anus,  aud  thou  nast  vanished  into  air!  "Wretched 
Steinfort!  the  mystery  is  solved.  She  is  the  wifa 
of  my  friend!  I  cannot  myself  be  happy;  but  I 
may,  perhaps,  be  able  to  re-unite  two  lovely  soula 
whom  cruel  fate  has  severed.  Ha!  tney  are  here. 
I  must  propose  it  instantly. 

Enter  COUNTESS  WINTERSEN   and  MRS. 
HALLER. 

Countess.  Into  the  garden,  my  dear  friend !  into 
the  air! 

Mrs.  II.  I  am  quite  well.  Do  not  alarm  your- 
selves on  my  account. 

Baron  S.  Madam,  pardon  my  intrusion ;  but  to 
lose  a  moment  may  be  fatal.  Me  means  to  quit  tho 
country  to-morrow.  We  must  devise  means  to  re- 
concile you  to — the  Stranger. 

Mrs.  11.  How,  my  lord;  you  seem  acquainted 
with  my  history  ? 

Baron  S.  i  am  :  Waldbourg  has  been  my  friend 
ever  since  we  were  boys.  We  served  together 
from  the  rank  of  cadet.  We  have  been  separated 
seven  years  :  chance  brought  us  this  day  together 
and  his  heart  was  open  to  me. 

Mrs.  11.  Now  do  I  feel  what  it  is  to  be  in  the 
presence  of  an  honest  man,  when  I  dare  not  meet 
his  eye.  (Hides  her  face.) 

Baron  S.  If  sincere  repentance,  if  years  without 
reproach,  do  not  give  us  a  title  to  man's  forgiveness, 
what  must  we  expect  hereafter?  No,  lovely 
penitent!  your  contrition  is  complete.  Error  for 
a  moment  wrested  from  slumbering  virtue  the 
dominion  of  your  heart;  but  she  awoke,  and,  with 
a  look,  banished  her  enemy  for  ever.  I  know  my 
friend :  ho  has  the  firmness  of  a  man  ;  but,  wrh  u 
the  gentlest  feelings  of  your  sex.  I  hasten  to  him  : 
with  the  flre  of  pure  disinterested  friendship  will 
I  enter  on  this  work ;  that  when  I  look  back  upou 
my  past  life,  I  may  derive,  from  this  >;ood  action, 
consolation  in  disappointment,  and  even  resignation, 
in  despair.  (Going. 

Mrs.  H.    Oh,  stay!    What  would  you  do?    No,\ 
never!  My  husband's  honour  is  too  sacred  to  me. 
1  love  him  unutterably;  but  never,  never,  can  i  be 
his  wife  again,  even  if  he  were  generous  euough  to 
pardon  me. 

Baron  S.  Madam !  Can  you,  Countess,  bo  serious  ? 

Mrs.  11.  Not  that  title,  I  beseech  you !  I  am  not  a 
child  who  wishes  to  avoid  deserved  punishment. 
What  were  my  penitence,  if  I  hoped  advantage 
from  it  beyond  the  consciousness  of  atouemcatior 
past  offence  ? 

Countess.  But  if  your  husband  himself — 

Mrs.  II.  Oh,  ho  will  not,  ho  cannot!  And  la*  him 
rest  assured,  I  never  would  replace  my  honour  at 
the  expense  of  hir. 

Baron  S.  Ho  still  loves  you. 

Mrs.  II.  Loves  me!  then  he  must  not — No;  he 
must  purify  his  heart  from  a  weakness  which  would 
degrade  him! 

Baron  S.  Incomparable  woman!  I  go  to  my 
friend ;  perhaps  for  tho  last  time  ?  Have  you  not 
one  word  to  send  him  ? 

Mrs.  II.  Yes,  I  have  two  requests  to  make  .  often 
when,  in  excess  of  grief,  I  have  despaired  of  every 
consolation,  I  have  thought  1  should  be  easier  if  L 
might  behold  my  husband  once  again;  acknowledge 
my  injustice  to  him,  and  take  a  gentle  leavo  of  him 
for  ever:  this,  therefore,  is  my  llrst  request,  a  con- 
versation for  a  few  short  minutes,  if  he  does  not 
quite  abhor  tho  sight  of  me.  My  second  request  is 
—oh!— not  to  see,  but  to  hear  some  account  of  ray 
poor  children, 

JJarun  >•'.  It  humanity  and  friendship  can  avail,  ho 
will  not  for  a  moment  delay  your  wishes. 
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Counlfss.  Heaven  be  with  yon. 
Mrs.  II.  And  my  prayers. 


[Exit  Bar.  S. 


Countess.  Come,  my  friend,  come  into  the  a  ir,  till 
be  returns  with  hope  and  consolation. 

Mrs.  H.  Oh!  my  heart,  how  art  thou  afflicted ! 
My  husband!  My  little  ones!  Past  joys  and  future 
fears.  Oh!  dearest  madam,  there  are  moments  in 
which  we  live  years !  moments  which  steal  the 
roses  from  the  cheeks  of  health,  and  plough  deep 
furrows  in  the  brow  of  youth. 

Countess.  Banish  these  sad  reflections.  Come, 
let  us  walk.  The  sun  will  set  soon;  let  nature's 
beauties  dissipate  anliety. 

Mrs.  //.  Alas ! — fee,  the  setting  sun  is  a  proper 
scene  for  me. 

Countess.  Never  forget,  a  morning  will  succeed. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL—The  Skirts  of  a  park,  lodge,  <tc.,  as 
before. 

Enter  BARON  STEINFORT. 

Baron  S.  On  earth  there  is  but  one  such  pair ; 
they  shall  not  be  parted.  Yet  what  I  have  under- 
taken is  not  so  easy  as  I  at  first  hoped.  What  can 
I  answer  when  he  asks  me,  whether  I  would  per- 
suade him  to  renounce  his  character,  and  become 
the  derision  of  society?  For  he  is  right:  a  faithless 
wife  is  a  dishonour ;  and  to  forgive  her,  is  to  share 
her  shame.  What,  though  Adelaide  may  be  an 
exception ;  a  young  deluded  girl,  who  has  so  long 
and  so  sincerely  repented,  yet  what  cares  an  un- 
feeling world  for  this  ?  The  world !  he  has  quitted 
it.  'Tis  evident  he  loves  her  still ;  and,  upon  this 
assurance,  builds  my  sanguine  heart  the  hope  of  a 
happy  termination  to  an  honest  cnterprize. 

Enter  FRANCIS,  with  two  children,  WILLIAM  and 
AMELIA. 

Fro,  Come  along,  my  pretty  ones— come. 

Will.  Is  it  far  to  home  ? 

Fra.  No,  we  shall  be  there  directly  now. 

Baa-on  S.  Hold !    Whose  children  are  these  ? 

Fra.  My  master's. 

Will.  Is  that  my  father? 

Baron  S.  It  darts  like  lightning  through  my  brain. 
A  word  with  you.  I  know  you  love  your  master. 
Strange  things  have  happened  here  :  your  master 
has  found  his  wife  again. 

Fra.  Indeed  !    Glad  to  hear  it. 

Baron  S.  Mrs.  Haller — 

Fra.  Is  she  hia  wife  ?     Still  more  glad  to  hear  it 

Baron  S.  But  he  is  determined  to  go  from  her. 

Fra.  Oh! 

Baron  S.  We  must  try  to  prevent  it 

Fra.  Surely. 

Baron  S.  The  unexpected  appearance  of  the  chil- 
dren may  perhaps  assist  us. 

Fra.  How  so  ? 

Baron  S.  Hide  yourself  with  them  in  that  hut; 
before  a  quarter  of  an  hour  is  passed,  you  shall 
know  more. 

Fra.  But— 

Baron  S.  No  more  questions,  I  entreat  you.  Tune 
is  precious. 

Fra.  Well,  well !  questions  are  not  much  in  my 
way.  Come,  children. 

Will.  Why,  I  thought  you  told  mo  I  should  see 
my  father? 

Fra.  So  you  shall,  my  dear.    Come,  moppets. 

[Goes  into  the  hut  with  the  children. 

Baron  S.  Excellent!  I  promise  myself  much  from 
this  little  artifice.  If  the  mild  look  of  the  mother 


fails,  the  innocent  smiles  of  these  his  own  children 
will  surely  find  the  way  to  his  heart.  (Taps  at  the 
lodge  door,  and  the  STRANGER  comes  out.)  Charles, 
I  wish  you  joy. 

Stra.  Of  what? 

Baron  S.  You  have  found  her  again. 

Stra.  Shew  a  bankrupt  the  treasure  which  he 
once  possessed,  and  then  congratulate  him  on  the 
amount ! 

Baron  S.  Why  not,  if  it  be  in  your  power  to  re- 
trieve the  whole  ? 

Stra.  I  understand  you:  you  are  a  negociator 
from  my  wife.  It  won't  avail 

BartnS.  Learn  to  know  your  wife  better.  Yes, 
I  am  a  messenger  from  her ;  but  without  power  to 
treat  She,  who  loves  yon  unutterably,  who  with- 
out you  can  never  be  happy,  renounces  your  for- 
giveness ;  because,  as  she  thinks,  your  honour  IB 
incompatible  with  such  a  weakness. 

Stra.  Psha !  I  am  not  to  be  caught. 

Baron  S.  Charles,  consider  well — 

Stra.  Steinfort,  let  me  explain  nil  this.  I  have 
lived  here  four  months :  Adelaide  knew  it, 

Baron  S.  Knew  it!  She  never  saw  you  till  to- 
day. 

Stra.  That  you  may  make  fools  believe.  Hear 
further :  she  knows,  too,  that  I  am  not  a  common 
sort  of  man ;  that  my  heart  is  not  to  be  attacked 
in  the  usual  way;  she,  therefore,  framed  a  deep- 
concerted  plan.  She  played  a  charitable  part ;  but 
in  such  a  way,  that  it  always  reached  mv  ears; 
she  played  a  pious,  modest,  reserved  part,  in  order 
to  excite  my  curiosity;  and,  at  last,  to-day,  she 
plays  the  prude:  she  refuses  my  forgiveness,  in 
hopes,  by  this  generous  device,  to  extort  it  from 
my  compassion. 

Baron.  S.  Charles,  I  have  listened  to  you  with  as- 
tonishment! This  is  a  weakness  only  to  be  par- 
doned in  a  man  who  has  so  often  been  deceived  by 
the  world.  Your  wife  has  expressly  and  stead- 
fastly declared,  that  she  will  not  accept  your  for- 
giveness, even  if  you  yourself  were  weak  enough 
to  offer  it. 

Stra.  What,  then,  has  brought  you  hither? 

Baron  S.  More  than  one  reason.  First,  I  am 
come  in  my  own  name,  as  your  friend  and  com- 
rade, to  conjure  you  solemnly  not  to  spurn  this 
creature  from  you ;  for,  by  my  soul,  you  will  not 
find  her  equal. 

Stra.  Give  yourself  no  further  trouble. 

Baron  S.  Be  candid,  Charles :  you  love  her 
still. 

Stra.  Alas!  yes. 

Baron  S.  Her  sincere  repentance  has  long  since 
obliterated  her  crime. 

Stra.  Sir,  a  wife  once  induced  to  forfeit  her  hon- 
our, must  be  capable  of  a  second  crime. 

Baron  S.  Not  so,  Charles.  Ask  your  heart  what 
portion  of  the  blame  may  be  your  own. 

Stra.  Mine! 

Baron  S.  Yours.  Who  told  you  to  marry  a 
thoughtless,  inexperienced  girl  ?  One  scarce  ex- 
pects established  principles  at  five-and-twcnty  iu 
a  man,  yet  you  require  them  in  a  girl  at  sixteen ' 
But  of  this  no  more.  She  has  erred ;  she  has  re- 
pented; and,  during  three  years,  her  conduct  has 
been  so  far  above  reproach,  that  even  the  piercing 
eye  of  calumny  has  not  discovered  a  speck  upou 
this  radiant  orb. 

Slra.  Now,  were  I  to  believe  all  this,  (and  I 
confess  that  I  would  willingly  believe  it,)  yet  can 
she  never  again  be  mine.  Oh!  what  a  feast  would 
it  be  for  the  painted  dolls  and  vermin  of  the  world, 
when  I  appeared  among  them  with  my  runaway 
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reart,  or  a  qrrfBSle  in  the  brain  ?   1  must  lie  res- 


wife  upon  my  arm!   what  mocking,  whispering, 
pointing!    Never,  never,  never! 

Baron  S.  Enough!  As  a  friend  I  have  done 
my  duty :  I  now  appear  as  Adelaide's  ambassador. 
She  requests  one  moment's  conversation:  she 
wishes  once  again  to  see  you,  and  never  more  1 
You  cannot  deny  her  this  only,  this  last  request 

Stra.  Oh!  I  understand  this  too:  she  thinks  my 
firmness  will  be  melted  by  her  tears :  she  is  mis- 
taken. She  may  come. 

Baron  S.  She  will  come,  to  make  you  feel  how 
much  you  mistake  her.  I  go  for  her. 

Stra.  Another  word. 

Baron  S.  Another  word ! 

Stra.  Give  her  this  paper  and  these  jewels ;  they 
belong  to  her.  (Presenting  them.) 

Baron  S.  That  you  may  do  yourself.  [Exit. 

Stra.  The  last  anxious  moment  of  my  life  draws 

near.    I  shall  see  her  once  again ;  I  shall  see  her 

•on  whom  my  soul  dotes.     Is  this  the  language  of 

uu    injured    husband?      Wha 

l^which  we  call  Jippnur  ? 

I  solute :  it  cannot  now  be  otherwise.  Let  me  speak 
solemnly,  yet  mild:  and  beware  that  nothing  of 
reproach  escape  my  lips.  Yes,  her  penitence  is 
real.  She  shall  not  be  obliged  to  live  in  mean 
dependence:  she  shall  be  mistress  of  herself,  sh« 
shall  —  (Looks  round,  and  shudders.)  Ha  !  they 
come.  Awake,  insulted  pride!  protect  me,  injured 
honour ! 

Enter  MRS.  HALLER,  COUNTESS  WINTERSEN, 
and  BARON  STEIiSFORT. 

Mrs.  H.  (Advances  slowly,  and  in  a  tremor:  Me 
Countess  attempts  to  support  her.}  Leave  me  now, 
I  beseech  you.  (Approaches  the  Stranger,  who,  icitlt 
tirerted  countenance,  and  in  extreme  agitation,  awaits 
her  address.)  My  lord ! 

Stra.  (With  gentle  tremulous  utterance,  and  face 
still  turned  away.)  What  would  you  with  me, 
Adelaide  'i 

Mrs.  H.  (Much  agitated.)  No — for  heaven's  sake ! 
I  was  not  prepared  for  this.  Adelaide ! — No,  no. 
For  heaven's  sake! — Harsh  tones  alone  are  suited 
to  a  culprit's  ear. 

Stra.  (Endeavouring  to  give  hit  voice  firmness.) 
Well,  madam ! 

Mrs.  H.  Oh!  if  you  will  ease  my  heart,  if  you 
will  spare  and  pity  me,  use  reproaches. 

Stra.  Reproaches; — Here  they  are;  here  on  my 
Sallow  cheek,  here  on  my  hollow  eye,  here  in  my 
faded  form;  these  reproaches  I  could  not  spare 
you. 

Mrs.  H.  Were  I  a  hardened  sinner,  this  forbear- 
ance would  be  charity ;  but  I  am  a  suffering  peni- 
tent, and  it  overpowers  me.  Alas !  then  I  must 
bo  the  herald  of  my  own  shame;  for  where  shall  I 
find  peace,  till  I  have  eased  my  soul  by  my  con- 
fession ? 

Stra.  No  confession,  madam :  I  release  you  from 
every  humiliation.  I  perceive  you  feel  that  we  must 
part  for  ever. 

Mrs.  H.  I  know  it ;  nor  come  I  hero  to  supplicate 
your  pardon ;  nor  has  my  heart  contained  a  ray  of 
hope  that  you  would  grant  it.  All  I  dare  ask  is, 
that  you  will  not  curse  my  memory. 

Stra.  No ;  I  do  not  curse  you :  I  shall  never 
cur.se  you. 

Mrs.  H.  From  the  conviction  that  I  am  unworthy 
of  your  name,  I  have,  during  three  years  aban- 
doned it  But  this  is  not  enough  :  you  must  have 
that  redress  which  will  enable  you  to  choose  an- 
other— another  wife ;  in  whose  chaste  arms  may 
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heaven  protect  your  hours  in  bliss.  This  paper  \ 
will  be  necessary  for  ihe  purpose;  it  contains  a 
written  acknowledgement  of  my  guilt.  (Offers  it 
trembling.) 

Stra.  (Tearing it.)  Perish  the  record  for  ever! 
No,  Adeleide;  you  only  have  possessed  my  heart; 
and,  I  am  not  ashamed  to  own  it,  you  alone  will 
reign  there  for  ever.  Your  own  sensations  of  vir- 
tue, your  resolute  honour,  forbid  you  to  profit  by 
my  weakness;  and  even  if — Now,  by  heaven  this 
is  beneath  a  man ! — But  never,  never  will  another 
fill  Adelaide's  place  here. 

Mrs.  H.  Then  nothing  now  remains  but  that  one 
sad,  hard,  just  word -fare  well! 

Stra.  Stay  a  moment.  For  some  months  we 
have,  without  knowing  it,  lived  near  each  other. 
I  have  learnt  much  good  of  you :  you  have  a  heart 
open  to  the  wants  of  your  fellow-creatures.  I  am 
happy  that  it  is  so :  you  shall  not  be  without  the 
power  of  gratifying  your  benevolence.  I  know  you 
have  a  spirit  that  must  shrink  from  a  state  of  ob- 
ligation. This 'paper,  to  which  the  whole  remnant 
of  my  fortune  is  pledged,  secures  your  independence, 
Adelaide ;  and  let  the  only  recommendation  of  the 
gift  be,  that  it  will  administer  to  you  the  means  of 
indulging  in  charity,  the  divine  propensity  of  your 
nature. 

Mrs.  H.  Never!  To  the  labour  of  my  hands 
alone  will  I  owe  my  sustenance.  A  morsel  of 
bread,  moistened  with  the  tear  of  penitence,  will 
suffice  my  wishes,  and  exceed  my  merits.  It 
would  be  an  additional  reproach  to  think  that  I 
served  myself,  or  even  others  from  the  bounty  of 
a  man  *rhom  I  had  so  deeply  injured. 

Stra.  Take  it,  madam ;  take  it 

Mrs.  H.  I  have  deserved  this.  But  I  throw 
myself  upon  your  generosity :  have  compassion  ou 
me! 

Stra.  (Aside.)  Villain!  of  what  a  woman  hast 
thou  robbed  me !  (Putt  up  the  paper.)  Well,  ma- 
dam, I  respect  your  sentiments,  and  withdraw  my 
request;  but  on  condition,  that  if  ever  you  shall 
be  in  want  of  anything,  I  may  be  the  first  and  only 
person  in  the  world  to  whom  you  will  make  ap- 
plication. 

Mrs.  H.  I  promise  it,  my  lord. 

Stra.  And  now  I  may,  at  least,  desire  you  to 
take  back  what  is  your  own — your  jewels.  (Gives 
her  the  casket.) 

Mrs.  H.  (Opens  it  in  violent  agitation,  and  her  tears 
burst  upon  it.)  How  well  do  1  recollect  the  sweet 
evening  when  you  gave  me  these !  That  evening 
my  father  joined  our  hands,  and  joyfully  1  pro- 
nounced the  oath  of  eternal  fidelity :  it  is  broken 
This  locket  you  gave  me  on  my  birthday :  that  was 
a  happy  day.  We  had  a  country  feast :  how  cheer- 
ful we  all  were !  Thi*  bracelet  I  received  after  my 
WilliasQ  was  born!— No!  taka  them,  take  them! 
I  cannot  keep  these,  unless  you  wish  that  the  sight 
of  them  should  be  an  incessant  reproach  to  my 
almost  broken  heart  (Gives  them  back.) 

Stra.  (Aside.)  I  must  go :  my  soul  and  pride  will 
hold  no  longer.  (Turniny  towards  her.)  Farewell! 

Mrs.  II.  Oh !  but  one  minute  more !  an  answer  te 
but  one  more  question.  Feel  for  a  mother's  heart  1 
— Are  my  children  still  alive? 

Stra.  Yes,  they  are  alive. 

Mrs.  II.  And  well  ? 

Stra.  Yes,  they  are  well. 

Mrs.  II.  Heaven  be  praised!  William  must  be 
much  grown  ? 

Stra.  I  believe  so. 

Mrs.  II.  What,  have  you  not  seen  them  ?— And 
little  Amelia,  is  she  still  your  favourite?  (The 
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Strangw,  icho  it  in  violent  ayitation  throughout  this 
scene,  remains  in  silent  contention  between  honour  and 
affection.)  Oh!  let  mo  behold  them  onco  agnin !  let 
me  once  more  kiss  the  features  of  their  father  in 
his  babes,  and  I  will  kneel  to  you,  and  part  with 
them  for  ever.  (She  kneel*,  and  lie  raises  tier.) 

Stra.  "Willingly,  Adelaide!  This  very  night:  I 
expect  the  children  every  minute.  They  have  been 
brought  u=p  near  this  spot.  I  have  already  sent  my 
servant  for  them:  he  might,  ere  this  time,  have 
returned.  I  pledge  my  word  to  send  them  to  the 
castle,  as  soon  as  they  arrive ;  there,  if  you  please, 
they  may  remain  till  day-break  to-morrow,  theu 
they  must  go  with  me.  (The  Countess  and  Bar.  S., 
icho,  at  a  little  distance,  hare  listened  to  tthe  whole  con- 
versation with  the  warmest  sympathy,  exchange  siynaU. 
Saron  S.  goes  into  the  hut,  and  soon  returns  tctVA 
VBANCIS  and  the  children:  he  giv^s  the  girl  tethe 


•  Countess,  who  places  herself  behind  the  Stranger;  !i- 
himself  walks  with  the  boy  behind  Mrs.  Haller.) 

Mrs.  ff.  In  this  world,  then,  we  have  no  more 
to  say— (Seizing  his  hand.)— Forget  a  wretch,  who 
never  will  forget  you :  and  when  my  penance  shall 
have  broken  my  heart;  when  we  again  meet  in  a 
better  world — 

Slra.  There,  Adelaide,  you  may  be  mine  again. 
Mrs.  IL  and  Stra.    Oh !    oh !     (Parting.    But,  at 
they  are  going,  she  encounters  the   boy,  and  he    the 
girl.) 

Children.  Dear  father!  dear  mother! 

[They  press  the  children  in  their  arms  with 
'speechless  affection;  then  tear  thr. 
airay,  gaze  at  each  other,  spread  tltnr 
arms,  and  rush  into  an  embrace.  The 
Children  run,  and  cling  round  tlmi,- 
parent* — Exeunt. 
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These  celebrated  Studies  in  precision  and  velocity,  for  which  the  usual  price  has  been  Haif- 
a-Guinea, is  now  issued  at  One  Shilling  ;  post  free,  threepence  extra.  Every  student  of 
the  Pianoforte  ought  to  possess  this  companion  to  the  tutor  to  assist  him  at  obtaining 
proficiency  on  the  instrument. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  OPERAS  (  full  music  size),  with  Italian,  French,  or  German 
and  English  Words.  Now  ready  :— 

DONIZETTI'S  "  LCCIA  DI  LAMMKRMOOR,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2s.  6d. 
ROSSINI'S  "  IL  BARBIEBE,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.    Price  2s.  6d. 
Elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  5s.  each.    Others  are  in  the  Press.      Delivered  camag9 
free  for  Eighteenpence  extra  per  copy  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

BIMS  REEVES'  SIX  CELEBRATED  TENOR  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
Pilgrim  of  Love  Bishop.— Death  of  Nelson.  Braham.— Adelaide,  Beethoven.— The  Thoru.  Shield. 
—The  Anchor's  Weighed.  Braham.— Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee.  Hodson. 

ADELINA  PATTI'S  SIX  FAVOURITE  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling.  There  be 
none  of  Beauty's  Daughters.  Mendelssohn.— Hark,  hark,  the  Lark.  Schubert.— Home,  Sweet  Home. 
Bishop.— The  Last  Rose  of  Summer.  T.  Moore.— Where  the  Bee  Sucks.  Dr.  Arne.—  Tell  me,  my 
Heart.  Bishop. 

CHARLES  SANTLEY'S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
The  Lads  of  the  Village.     Dibdin.— The  Wanderer.     Schubert.— In  Childhood  My  Toys.    Lortziug. 
—Tom  Bowling     Dibdin.— Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep.    Knight.— Mad  Tom.    Purcell. 
*,*   Any  of  the  above  Songs  can  also  be  had  separately,  price  Threepence  each. 

MUSICAL  TREASURES  —  Full  Music  size,  price  Fourpence.  Now  Publishing  Weekly.  A  Oomplet* 
Repertory  of  the  best  English  and  Foreign  Music,  ancient  and  modern,  vocal  and  instrumental, 
solo  and  concerted,  with  critical  and  biographical  annotations,  for  the  pianoforte. 

1  My  Normandy    (Ballad) 

2  Auld  Robin  Gray    (Scotch  Ballad) 
8  La  Sympathle  Valse 

4  The  Pilgrim  of  Love    (Romance) 

5  Di  Pescatore    (Sons) 

6  To  Far-off  Mountain    (Duet) 

1  The  Anchor's  Weigh'd    (Ballad) 

8  A  Woman's  Heart    (BalltiJ) 

9  Oh,  Mountain  Home!    (Duet) 

10  Above,  now  Brightly  Beams  the  Morning 

11  The  Marriage  of  the  Koses    (Valse) 

12  Norma    (Duet) 

13  Lo!  Heavenly  Beanty    (Cavatina) 

14  In  Childhood  my  Toys    (Song) 

15  While  Beauty  Clothes  the  Fertile  Vale 

16  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 

17  The  Manly  Heart    (Duet) 

18  Beethoven's  "Andante  and  variations 

19  In  that  Long-lost  Home  we  Love    (Song) 

20  Where  the  Bee  Sucks    (Song) 

21  Ah.  fair  Dream    ("Marta") 

22  La  Petit  Flenr 

23  Angels  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

24  Nanght  e'er  should  Sever    (Duet) 

25  'Tis  but  a  little  Faded  Flow'r    (Ballad) 

96  MyMotherbidsmeBindmy  Hair  ((Jinizcnet) 
37  Coming  thro'  the  Kye    (Song) 

28  Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea    (Ballad) 

29  Tell  me,  my  Heart    (Song) 

80  I  know  a  Bank    (Duet) 

81  The  Minstrel  Boy    (Irish  Melody) 
.  82  Hommage  au  Genie 

•  83  See  what  Pretty  Brooms  I've  Bought 
84  Tom  Bowling    (Song) 
G*  Tell  me,  Mar^,  *ow  to  Woo  Thee    (Ballad) 


36  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly    (Song) 

37  liock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep    (Soug) 

38  Beethoven's  Waltzes    First  Series 

39  As  it  Fell  upon  a  Day    (Duet) 

40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 

41  Why   are    you  Wandering    here    I    pray? 

(Ballad) 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer. 

43  Valse  Brillante 

44  Home,  Sweet  Home!    (Song) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stilly  Might    (Song) 

46  All's  \vell    (Duet) 

47  The  "Crown  Diamonds"  Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One    (Serenade) 

49  Youth  and  Love  at  the  Helm    i  liixrcarolii,) 
so  Adelaide    Beethoven    (song) 

51  The  Death  of  Nelson    (Song) 

82  Hnrk,  hark,  the  Lark 

53  The  Last  Hose  of  Summer    (Irish  Melody) 

.>4  The  Thorn    (Song) 

5.5  The  Lads  of  the  Village    (Song) 

56  There  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (SonjJ 

57  The  Wanderer  (Song) 

.-,8  I  have  Plucked  the  Fairest  Flower 
59  Bid  Me  Discourse    (Song) 
«0  Fisher  Maiden    (Song) 
til  Fair  Agnes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  and  Bright    (Song) 

63  Woman's  Inconstancy    (Song) 

64  Echo  Dnet 

63  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters    (Irish  Melody) 

fifi  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  Lark 

C7  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second  Series') 

68  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Golden  Hair  (Sc*j) 

CD  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 


Ijondon :  JOHN  Df —  """  Strand :  and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


FOR  THE  LATEST  NEWS  AND  TELEGRAMS 

PURCHASE 

REYNOLDS'S    NEWSPAPER. 

Containing  the  Latest  Intelligence. 


EEYNOLDS'S    NEWSPAPER   goes  to 
Press  at  the  very  last  minute,  in  order 
to  get  the  Latest  News.   . 


EEYNOLDS'S   NEWSPAPER  contains 
all  the  News  of  the  Week,  both  Home 
and  Foreign  News. 


"DEYNOLDS'S  NEWSPAPER  contains  "DEYNOLDS'S  NEWSPAPER  contains 
-IX  the  Latest  News,  and  no  other  News-  JLY/  Special  Reports  of  Law,  Police,  Sports, 
paper  can  possibly  contain  later  news.  |  Lectures,  Inquests,  Accidents,  &c.,  &c. 

THE    GREAT    NEWSPAPER    FOR    THE    WORKING    CLASSES. 
Read  by  Millions. 

REYNOLDS'S    NEWSPAPER, 

Which  gives  the  very  latest  Home  and  Foreign  Intelligence. 

PRICE  ONE  PENNY,  WEEKLY. 
Printing  and  Publishing  Offices,  313,  Strand,  London. 

THE   ILLUSTRATED 
CARPENTER  AND  BUILDER. 

A  Weekly  Journal  for  Architects,  Decorators,  Gas-fitters, 

Joiners,  Painters,  Plumbers,  and  all  Concerned  in  the  Construction  anc 

Maintenance  of  the  House. 

Id.  Weekly;  Gel.  Monthly;     Half- Yearly  Volumes,  4s.  6d. 


"  It  is  full  of  information,  not  only  for  the  special  trades  for  which  it  is  particularly 
designed,  but  for  all  those  who  have  anything  to  do  with  the  British  workmen  or  hous 
property.  Abounds  in  excellent  illustrations,  plans,  and  diagrams.  —  SUNDAY  TIMES 
August  15th,  1880. 

"  For  sound  practical  information  and  advice  on  all  matters  connected  with  the  building 
furnishing,  and  decorating  trades,  this  weekly  periodical  is  now  universally  recognised  aa  i 
first-rate  authority.  The  designs  are  admirably  adapted  to  illustrate  the  letterpress,  ant 
thus  the  reader  obtains  a  practical  insight  to  what  otherwise  might  prove  an  inexplicable 
puzzle.  The  lists  it  furnishes  of  recent  inventions,  abstracts  of  specifications,  &c.,  wil 
likewise  prove  of  great  value  to  builders,  decorators,  &c. — RETNOLDS'S  NEWSPAPER 
August,  15th,  1880. 

Send  IJd.,  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

Volume  IX,  now  ready,  price  Four  Shillings  and  Sixpence ;  post-free,  Five  Shillings. 
London  :  JOHN  PMJKS,  313.  Strand ;   and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


NOVELS 

OP 

Gr.  W.  Mi. 


1.  THE  MYSTERIES  OP  LONDON.     Illustrated.     First  and  Second  Series.     Each  series  of 
2  Vols.  complete  in  itself,  price  13s.     Post-free,  14s.  4d. 

2.  THE  MYSTERIES  OF  THE  COURT  OP  LONDON.      First,  Second,  Third,  and  Fourth 
Series.    Series  of  2  Vols.     E:ieU  complete  in  itself,  price  13s.    Post-free,  14s.  4d. 

3.  ROSA  LAMBERT.    Oue  Volume,  6s.  6d.     Post-free,  7s.  2d.     52  Wood-Engravings. 

4.  ROBERT  MACAIRE ;  OR,  THE  FRENCH  BANDIT  IN  ENGLAND.  Price  3s.  Post-free,  3s.  4d- 

20  Wood-Engravings. 

5.  JOSEPH  WILMOT;    OR,   THE  MEMOIRS  OF  A  MAN-SERVANT      Two  Volumes,   13s. 
Post-free,  14s.  4d.    104  Wood-Engravings. 

C.  MARY  PRICE ;  OR,  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  A  SERVANT-MAID.    Two  Volumes,  133.     Post- 
free,  14s.  4d.    104  Wood-Engravings.  .     „_ 

7.  THK  BRONZE  STATUE;  OR,  THE  VIRGIN'S  KISS.  One  Volume,  5s.  6d.  Post-free,  6s.  2d. 
Splendidly  Illustrated. 

8.  THE    CORAL   ISLAND;    OR,    THE    HEREDITARY   CURSE.     One  Volume,  5s.       Post- 
free,  5s.  6d.    37  Wood-Engravings. 

9.  KENNETH;    A    ROMANCE    OF    TH.fi     ifTGHLANDS.      Price  5s.  6d.      Post-free,  6s.  2d. 
Splendidly  Illustrated. 

10.  THE  LOVES  OF  THE  HAREM:  A  Taie  of  Constantinople.     One  Volume,  41  Illustrations, 
price  5s.     Post-free,  5s.  8d. 

11.  THE  MASSACRE  OF   GLENCOE.      A  Historical  Tale.     Price  5s.  6d.      Post-free,  6s.  2d. 
Illustrated  by  E.  Corbould,  Esq. 

V2.  WAGNER     THE    WEHR-WOLP.    A   Romance.     Price  3s.  6d.     Post-free,  4s.     24  Wood- 
Engravings. 

13.  ELLEN  PERCY:  A  Tale  of  the  Stage.     Two  Volumes,  13s.     Post-free,  Us.  4d.    104  Wood- 
Engravings. 

14.  THE  EMPRESS  EUGENIE'S  BOUDOIR.    Price  5s.    Post  free,  53.  8d.    Illustrated. 

15.  AGNES;  OR,  BEAUTY  AND  PLEASURE.    Two  Volumes,  13s.    Post-free,  14s.  6d.    104  Wood- 

i  vines. 

16.  THE  YOUNG  DUCHESS  ;  OR,  MEMOIRS  OF  A  LADY  OF  QUALITY.    One  Volume,  6s.  6d. 
Post-free,  7s.  2d.    50  Wood-Engraving's. 

17.  THE  RYE  HOUSE  PLOT ;  OR,  RUTH  THE  CONSPIRATOR'S  DAUGHTER.    Price  6s.  6d. 
Post-free  7s.  2d.     Illustrated  by  E.  Corbould,  Esq. 

18.  THE  DAYS  OF  HOGARTH :  OR,  OLD  LONDON.    One  Vol.,  4s.   Post-free,  4s.  6d.    37  Illustrations. 

19.  CANONBURY  HOUSE.     One  Vol..  4s.    Post-free,  4s.  Gd.    51  Illustrations. 

1  SOLDIER'S  WIFE.    One  Vol..  3s.  6d.    Post-free,  3s.  lOd.    25  Illustrations. 
.  \'.  PARRICIDE ;   OR,   A  YOUTH'S  CAREER  OP  CRIME.    One  Vol.,  3s.    Post-free,  3s.  6d- 
2-2  Illustrations. 

'.'•2.  THE  NECROMANCER.    One  Vol ,  4s.    Post-free,  4s.  Sd.    29  Illustrations. 
•_•:;.  MAY  MIDDLETON.    One  Vol.,  2s.  4d.    Post-free,  2s.  Sd.     8  Illustrations. 

24.  THE  SEAMSTRESS  ;   A  Domestic  Story.    One  Vol.,  2s.  4d.    Post  free.  2s.  8d.    15  Illustrations. 
.'5.  OMAR,  A  TALE  OF  THE  WAR.    Price  5s.  6d.      Post-free,  Cs.  2d.  '  40  Wood-Engravings. 
£G.  MARGARET;    OR.   THE  DISCARDED  QUEEN.     Price  5s.  Gd.     Post-free,  6s.  2d.      43  Wood. 

Euf*r;    . 

£7.  MARY    STUART,    QUEEN   OF    SCOTLAND.       Price  2s.  4d.       Post-free,  2s.  Sd.       14  WooiJ- 

Engr;i  . 
2&  LEILA:    OR,    THE   STAR   OF   MINGRELIA.     Price  3s.  Cd.       Post-free,   3s  lOd.      25  Wood. 

Engravings 
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MISCELLANEOUS    WORKS. 


THE  TEUE  STORY  OP  LOUIS  NAPOLEON'S  LIFE  By  S.  P.  Day.  Depicting  the  ex-Emperor's 
career  from  his  birth  to  his  downfall.  Price  2s.  6d.  Post-free,  2s.  9d. 

EDITH  THE  CAPTIVE  ;  OE,  THE  EOBBEES  OF  EPPING  FOEEST.  By  M.  J.  Errym. 
Two  Volumes,  13s.  Post-free,  14s.  4d.  104  Wood-Engravings.. 

EDITH  HEEON  ;  OE,  THE  EAEL  AND  THE  COUNTESS.  A  sequel  to  "  Edith  the  Captive." 
By  M.  J.  Erryin.  Two  Volumes,  13s.  Post-free  14s  4d.  104  Engravings. 

EUTH  THE  BETEAFEE ;  OE,  THE  FEMALE  SPY.  By  Edward  Ellis.  One  Volume,  6s.  6d. 
Post-free,  7s.  2d.  51  Wood-Engravings 

WALLACE.  THE  HERO  OF  SCOTLAND.  By  Gabriel  Alexander.  One  Volume,  5s.  Post-free,  5s.  6d. 
35  Wood  Engravings. 

THE  DARK  WOMAN;  OR,  THE  DAYS  OF  THE  PEINCE  REGENT.  By  M.  J.  Errym.  Two 
Volumes  13s.  Post-free,  14s.  4d.  114  Illustrations. 

THE  FELON'S  DAUGHTER.  By  Edward  Ellis.   One  Volume,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  Cd.   33  Illustrations. 

LILIAS ;  THE  MILLINER'S  APPRENTICE.  By  Gabriel  Alexander.  One  Volume,  6s.  6d. 
Post-free,  7s.  2d.  51  Wood-Engravings. 

NIGHTSHADE  ;  OE,  CLACJDE  DUVAL,  THE  DASHING  HIGHWAYMAN.  By  M.  J.  Errym. 
Price  6s.6d.  Post-free,  7s.  2d.  60  Engravings. 

THE  BUCCANEEES.    By  Edward  Ellis.    Price  Is.  6d.    Post-free,  Is.  lOd.    13  Wood  Engravings. 

ADELAIDE  ;  OE,  THE  TRIALS  OF  A  GOVERNESS.  By  Gabriel  Alexander.  One  Volume,  2s. 
Post-free  2s.  4d.  19  Illustrations 

GEORGE  BAERINGTON  :  OR,  LIFE  IN  LONDON  A  HUNDRED  YEARS  AGO.  By  M.  J.  Errym. 
One  Volume,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  6d.  30  Illustrations. 

ROOK,  THE  BOBBER.  By  Edward  Ellis.  One  Volume,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  6d.    30  Wood  Engravings. 

ROBEET  BRUCE,  KING  OF  SCOTLAND.  By  Gabriel  Alexander.  One  Volume,  6s.  6d.  Post-free,  7s.  2d. 
55  Illustrations. 

KATE  CHUDLEIGH ;  OE,  THE  DUCHESS  OF  KINGSTON.  One  VoL,  Is.  6d.  Post-free,  Is.  lOd. 
15  Illustration.^. 

THE  HORSE-BUYEES'  GUIDE.  By  Colonel  Bouverie.  A  New  Edition.  Price  Is.  Post-free,  Is.  Id. 

This  Work  will  be  found  invaluable  to  the  inexperienced  purchaser  of  a  horse.  It  is  written  by  a 
gentleman  whose  knowledge  of  the  subject  enables  him  to  give  all  requisite  suggestions  and 
instructions. 

THE  FRENCH  SELF-INSTRUCTOR.    Price  6d.    Post-free,  7d. 

POISONEES  AND  SLOW  POISONING.  Containing  a  narrative  of  the  most  extraordinary 
instances  of  Secret  Poisoning  on  record.  Illustrated  with  portraits,  by  W.  G.  Standfast,  Esq. 
Eighty  pages  royal  8vo.  Price  6d.  Post-free,  8d. 
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DICKS'    ENGLISH    NOVELS, 

THE  CHEAPEST  IN  THE  WORLD. 

A  GREAT  NOVELTY  IN  THE  PUBLICATION  OF  NEW  NOVELS. 

Now  Publishing,  in  perfect  volume  form,  an  Illustrated  Edition  of  Original  Work.,  by 

the  most  popular  authors,  and  Illustrated  by  Eminent  Artists. 

Each  Novel  is  copyright,  and  cannot  be  obtained  in  any  . other  form.          wnv_  fi 
No  expense  is  spared  in  producing  and  establishing  DICKS'  ENGLISH     OVELS  as  » 

great  marvel  of  cheapness  and  elegance.     The  following  novels  are  now  readyj— 


1.-FOR  A  WOMAN'S  SAKE  -  60. 

BY  WATTS  PHILLIPS. 

With  17  Illustrations,  by  Louis  HUABD. 

2.-AGAINST  TIDE    -    -    •    •    60. 

BY  MIRIAM  ROSS. 

With  13  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBIBT. 

3.-HUSH  MONEY    -    -    -    •    60. 

BY  CHARLES  H.  ROSS. 

With  16  Illustrations,  by  Louis  HUABD. 

4.-TALBOT  HARLAND    -     -     60. 

BY  W.  HARRISON  AINSWORTH. 

With  10  niufltrationa,  by  F.  GILBBBT. 

5.-WILL  SHE  HAVE  HIM?  -  60. 

BY  AUSTYN  GRAHAM. 

With  10  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBKBT. 

6,  -HEIRESS  OP  THE  MOUNT-60, 

BY  S.  DUNN. 

With  9  Illustrations,  by  A.  CLAXTON. 
7.— COUNTERFEIT  COIN  -    -    60. 

BY  MIRIAM  ROSS. 

With  10  Illustrations,  by  A.  CLAXTON. 

8— ENTRANCES  AND  EXITS  -  la. 

(Double  the  usual  size). 

BY  E.   WTNSTANLBY. 

With  27  niustrationB,  by  F.  GILBBBT. 

9.-INGARETHA    -    -    -    -    -    8d. 

BY  M.  E.  O.  MALEN. 

With  13  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBBBT. 

10.-TOWER  HILL    -    -    -    -    60. 

BY  W.  HARRISON  AINSWORTH. 
With  12  niustrationa,  by  F.  GILBBBT. 
11— THE  ROSE  &  SHAMROCK-  60. 

BY  Mrs.  CROW. 

With  11  Illustrations,  by  L.  HWABD. 
12.-THE  SOUTH-SEA  BUBBLE-BO. 

BY  W.  H.  AINSWORTH. 
With  19  Illustrations,  by  E.  H.  COBBOULD. 
13.— NOBODY'S  FORTUNE  -    -    li. 

(Double  the  usual  size.). 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 

With  24  Dlustrations,  by  L.  HUABD. 

U.— TWENTY  STRAWS    -    -    60. 

BY  E.  WINSTAtfLEY. 
With  13  Illustration*,  by  L.  HUABD. 


15.—  LORDLISLE'S  DAUGHTERS 

BYC.  M.  BRAEME. 
With  8  UlustrationB,  by  F.  GILBKBT. 

16.—  AFTER  MANY  YEARS  -  6c 

BY  M.  ROSS. 

With  13  Illustrations,  by  R.  HUTTULA. 
17.-RACHEL,the  Miser's  Danghter6< 

BY  M.  E.  0.  MALEN. 
With  8  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBBBT. 

18  -WHAT  IS  TO  BE,  WILL  BE-6d 

BY  E.  WINSTANLEY. 

With  17  Illustrations,  by  R.  HUTTULA. 

19.  JOHN  TRE  VL  YN'S  REVENGE  6d 

BY  E.  PHILLIPS. 
With  13  Illustrations,  by  L.  HUABD. 

20.-BOUND  BY  A  SPELL  -    -    6d. 

BY  H.  REBAK. 

With  10  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBIBT. 
21.—  THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND  -6d. 

BY  MRS.  CROW. 
With  8  Illustrations,  by  L.  HUABD. 

In  the  Press. 
22.—  THE  YOUNGER  SON  -    -   Is. 

(Double  the  usual  size.) 

BY  H.  V.  PALMER. 

With  28  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBERT 

23—  DRIVEN  FROM  HOME.    -    Is. 

(Double  the  usual  size.) 
BY  ERSKINE  BOYD. 
With  21  Illustrations,  by  R. 


With  11  Illustrations,  by  F.  GII-BBBT. 
25  —SWEPT  AND  GARNISHED-6a 

BY  A.  W.  THOMPSON. 
With  13  Illustrations,  ky  L.  HVABO. 
26—  JENNIE  GRAY  ;  or,  ft  Woman^s 
Vengeance   ------    60, 

BY  M.  BOSS. 
With  8  Illustrations,  by  F.  GILBIBT. 

For  Fort,  3d.  extra. 
Remit  Halfpenny  Stamps.. 


Londom :  J.  DICKI.  313.  Strand  .  and  all  Bookseller* 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS. 

Price  One  Penny  Each. 


?  the  most  Eminen 

It  is  suggested  that  such  a  Work  is  much  wanted,  not  only  by  the  thea 
tncal  profession,  but  also  by  amateurs  and  the  public  in  "eneral 

DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS 

should  command  a  large  and  continuous  sale,  and  to  the  trade,  it  is  thought 
will  prove  a  good  Stock  Book. 

Most  of  the  Plays  will,  contain  from  16  to  32  pages  post  8vo.,  and  wil 
be  printed  (from  the  Original  Text)  in  clear  type,  on  paperof  good  quality 

Every  Play  will  be  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Illustrated'  Wrapper 


!•— OTHELLO.    By  William  Shakspere 
2.-THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL.    By 

Kichard  B.  Sheridan 
3.— WERNER.    By  Lord  Byron 

*'~n,HE  fST°OPS    T0   CONQUER.     By 

-  Oliver  Goldsmith 

6.-THE  GAMESTER.    By  E.  Moore 
6.— KING  LEAR.    By  William  Shakspere 

7'~V^^  WAY  T°  PAY  OLD  DEBTS 

J'y  Phillip  Massmger 

8.-THE  ROAD   TO  RUIN.     By  Thomas 
Holcroft 

9-    MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR.    By 

\\  ilham.Shakspere 
10.-TKE   IRON  CHEST.    By  George  Col- 

HAMLET.    By  William  Shakspere. 

THE     STRANGER.        By     Benjamin 

ason  ' 

MERCHANT  Of  VENICE,  By  William 
•  •iiakspore 

HONEVMOON.    By  John  Tobin 
PIZARRO.     By  R.  R  Sheridan 

MAN  OF  THE  WOBLD.    By  Charles 
Macklin 

wmCH  ASP  ABOUT  NOTHING.  By 

vV  illiam  Shakspere 

THE  RIVALS.    By  R  B.  Sheridan 

DAMON   AND   PYTHIAS.     By  John 
ISamm 

MACBETH.    By  William  Shakgpere 
JOHN  BULL.    By  George  Oolman       ^ 
FAZIO.    By  the  Bey.  H.  H.  Milman 

THE  PLOUGH.     By  Thoma. 


EVADNE.    ByE.L.  Sheil 

ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.    By 

William  Shakspere 

THE  WONDER.    By  Mrs!  Centtivre 
MILLER  AND  HIS  MEN.    By  I.  Po- 

JEALOUS  WIFE.    By  George  Colman 
THERESE.    ByJ.  Kerr 
BRUTUS.     By  John  H.  Payne 

MAID    OF    HONOUR.       By    Phillip 
Alassinger 

WINTER'S  TALE.    By  William  Shak- 


CASTLE  SPECTRE.    By  M.  Lewis 

HEIR-AT-LAW.      By  George  Colman 
the  lounger 

By  Isaac 
'.  ByThomai 

DOUGLAS.    By  John  Home 
THE  CRITIC.    E.  B.  Sheridan 
GEORGE   BARNWELL.     By  George 

GRECIAN  DAUGHTER.    By  Arthur 
Murphy 

AS  YOU  LIKE  IT.    By  William  Shak- 
opere 

CATO.    By  Joseph  Addiaon 
BEGGARS'  OPERA.    By  John  G*y 
ISABELLA.    By  T.  Southern 
THE   BEVENGE.     By  Edward  Young 


.    JANE  SHORE.    By  Nicholas  Eowe 

NOTE,- TWO  PLAYS  WILL  BE  PUBLISHED  EVERY  SATURDAY, 

PRICE  ONE  PENNY  EACH. 


